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WHENEVER  the  words  "  Saint,"  "  miracle,"  "  revelation," 
&c.,  are  used  in  the  following  biography,  they  are  to  be 
understood  in  a  purely  historical  sense,  conformably  to 
the  decree  of  Pope  Urban  VIII. 


[The  profits  of  this  little  work  are  devoted  to  the 
support  of  Holy  Cross  General  Hospital,  St.  Helens, 
Lancashire.] 
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Foundress  of  tlie  Sisters  of  St.  Anne  of  the 
Providence  of  Saumur. 


CHAPTER  I. 

A  HARD  HEART. 

IN  the  fruitful  province  of  old  Anjou,  now  the 
department  of  Maine  and  Loire,  stands  on  the 
banks  of  the  Loire  the  beautiful  and  picturesque 
town  of  Saumur.  To  walk  through  its  streets, 
to  cross  its  celebrated  bridge,  or  climb  to  its 
ancient  castle,  brings  back  many  memories  of 
bygone  days.  The  "Maison  de  la  Reine  Cecile," 
or  of  Sicily,  built  by  King  Rene,  is  still  to  be 
seen. 

The  name  of  King  Rene  turns  our  thoughts  to 
wards  troubadours  and  minstrels  and  the  romance 
of  past  ages,  and  it  brings  also  the  sad  recol 
lection  of  the  unfortunate  Queen  of  Henry  VI. 

B 
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"  Margaret,  formerly  in  England  married,"  as  she 
styled  herself  in  the  hour  of  her  despair,  when 
the  long  Wars  of  the  Roses  were  over,  and  she,  a 
childless  broken-hearted  widow,  was  sent  back  to 
France  to  end  her  days.  She  died  at  Damprierre, 
not  far  from  Saumur ;  and  hard  by  Saumur,  at  a 
distance  which  would  now  be  a  pleasant  drive, 
are  the  ruins  of  the  ancient  Benedictine  Abbey 
of  Fontevrault,  where  lie  the  ashes  of  Henry  II. 
of  England.  In  compliance  with  his  own  request, 
the  body  of  Richard  the  Lion-hearted  was  buried 
at  the  feet  of  his  father,  in  mute  atonement  for  his 
unfilial  conduct ;  and,  says  the  old  tradition,  the 
body  of  Henry  shuddered  and  sweated  drops  of 
blood  when  that  of  the  unnatural  son  approached, 
the  "  very  corpse,  as  it  were,  abhorring  him,  and 
accusing  him  of  his  unnatural  conduct." 

But  to  pious  hearts  Saumur  has  a  deeper 
interest  still.  Its  old  church  of  Notre  Dame  des 
Ardillers  contains  a  statue  of  our  Lady  of  Seven 
Dolours,  of  great  antiquity  and  of  miraculous 
fame,  the  object  for  many  ages  past  of  devout  pil 
grimages.  This  church  stands  on  an  eminence  a 
little  way  out  of  the  busy  part  of  the  town,  in  the 
suburb  called  Fenet.  Here,  under  the  shadow  of 
our  Lady's  sanctuary,  was  born,  on  June  18,  1666, 
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the  subject  of  our  memoir,  Jeanne  de  la  Noue. 
She  was  called  Jeanne  in  honour  of  St.  John  the 
Baptist,  on  whose .  feast,  occurring  a  few  days 
after  her  birth,  she  was  probably  baptised.  Her 
father  kept  a  small  draper's  shop.  He  died  while 
Jeanne  was  a  child ;  and  the  clever  vivacious  girl, 
with  dark  piercing  eyes,  who  excelled  all  her  com 
panions  at  school,  and  queened  it  over  them,  became 
the  ruler  of  the  house,  the  shop,  and  her  mother. 

But  Jeanne  was  always  pious  :  she  went  daily 
to  Mass,  and  frequented  the  Sacraments.  Proba 
bly  as  a  kind  of  set  off  against  her  general  want 
of  obedience  to  her  mother,  Jeanne  yielded  to  her 
foolish  desire  that  both  of  them  should  have  the 
some  director.  Her  mother's  choice  fell  on  one 
of  the  priests  who  served  the  church  of  our  Lady. 
Jeanne  felt  his  direction  did  not  suit  her,  but  still 
continued  under  it.  God,  in  order  to  purify  and 
humble  the  proud  impetuous  soul  which  was  one 
day  to  be  so  entirely  given  to  Him,  allowed  her 
to  be  assailed  by  vnVand  humiliating  temptations. 
Her  First  Communion  day,  usually  a  time  of  deep 
joy  to  children,  was  to  her  a  day  of  anguish,  so 
great  was  her  fear  lest  she  should  make  an  un 
worthy  Communion.  Perhaps  it  was  her  devotion 
to  her  patron  saint  that  made  her  so  early  adopt 
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practices  of  corporal  penance,  and  she  sought  in 
these  a  remedy  for  her  interior  trials.  At  length 
these  sufferings  ceased,  but  the  love  of  penance 
was  implanted  in  Jeanne's  soul. 

She  was  twenty-four  when  her  mother  died, 
and,  by  some  arrangement  with  a  brother  who 
lived  at  a  distance,  she  took  one  of  his  daughters 
to  be  her  partner  in  the  business.     And  now  the 
passion  of  avarice,  which  had  always  been  strong 
in  her  heart,  took  possession  of  her,  so  that  any 
sort  of  almsgiving   became   perfectly  abhorrent. 
No  beggar  could  hope  to  find  a  crust  at  her  door. 
Jeanne's  piety  was  of  the  scrupulous  kind.     She 
was  very  anxious  to  be  truthful,  so  she  told  the 
poor  people  she  had  "no  bread  in  the  house;" 
and  she  calculated  exactly  what  was  needed  for 
each  meal,  bought  it  at  the  time,  and  had  not  a 
scrap  over.     And  all  the  while,  avarice  led  her 
to  keep  her  shop  open  on  Sundays  and  holydays. 
This  was  the   general  custom  in  France  then,  as 
now ;    but  then,  as  now  also,  the    practice   was 
looked  on  by  devout  Catholics  with  horror.     Yet, 
with  all  her  piety,  Jeanne  clung  to  her  Sunday 
gains. 

In  the  winter  of  1693,  the  distress  in  France 
amounted  almost  to  a  famine.     The   old  history 
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of  Saumur  says :  "  On  all  sides  were  to  be  seen 
bands  of  unfortunate  people,  pale  and  wasted 
with  hunger,  begging  for  a  morsel  of  food."  But 
not  one  of  these  could  touch  Jeanne's  hard  heart. 
However,  the  time  was  at  hand  when  He  who 
changed  Saul  the  persecutor  into  Paul  the  apostle 
was  about  to  work  a  marvellous  change  in  the 
heart  of  this  woman,  and  make  of  her  also  a 
"  vessel  of  election." 

Pious  Jeanne  was  fond  of  hearing  sermons,  and 
one  day  happened  to  be  present  when  a  priest  of 
the  name  of  John  Genneteau,  chaplain  to  the 
Hotel  Dieu,  or  general  hospital,  was  the  preacher. 
The  sermon  was  on  purity  of  intention,  and, 
among  other  remarks,  the  preacher  said  that,  in 
the  choice  of  a  confessor,  our  desire  should  be  to 
please  God  only,  without  any  thought  of  human 
respect.  His  words  were  a  ray  of  light  to  Jeanne. 
She  determined  to  make  this  change,  and  to  place 
herself  under  the  direction  of  Father  Genneteau 
himself.  So  she  speedily  presented  herself  at  his 
confessional,  and  asked  him  to  take  charge  of  her 
soul. 

Father  Genneteau  was  not  yet  forty  years  of 
age ;  he  was,  however,  already  sought  after  and 
valued  as  a  director  of  souls.  He  was  a  man  of 
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great  sanctity  and  much  simplicity,  given  to  plain 
speaking,  and  endowed  with  a  deep  dread  of 
delusions  in  the  spiritual  life. 

"Certainly  not,"  said  he  to  Jeanne.  "I  do 
not  wish  to  direct  any  souls,  save  those  who  desire 
to  walk  in  the  path  of  perfection." 

Utterly  disconcerted,  Jeanne  returned  home, 
to  ponder  over  his  words.  What  could  he  mean  ? 
The  path  of  perfection  was  exactly  the  one  in 
which  she  did  desire  to  walk.  She  loved  prayer 
and  she  loved  penance.  She  forgot  that  she  also 
loved  money,  to  be  well  dressed,  and  to  have  her 
own  way. 

Week  by  week  she  returned  to  Father  Genne- 
teau,  imploring  him  to  grant  her  request,  and 
week  by  week  she  was  refused.  At  last  her  per 
severance  made  some  impression  on  him,  and  he 
said  to  her,  "  I  want  no  penitents  who  have  their 
shops  open  on  Sundays  and  holydays.  Unless  we 
keep  the  Commandments,  we  can  never  really 
serve  God." 

"  Father,  I  will  do  it,"  said  Jeanne ;  "  my  shop 
shall  never  again  be  open  on  those  days." 

The  priest  then  yielded  to  her  desire.  Jeanne 
hastened  to  make  a  general  confession,  and  placed 
herself  entirely  under  his  direction. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

A  MESSAGE. 

BUT  the  change  in  Jeanne  was  not  complete. 
Avarice  had  received  a  blow,  but  was  by  no 
means  dislodged  from  its  dwelling-place.  Jeanne 
begged  her  director  to  give  leave  for  penances. 
She  asked  no  permission  to  give  alms ;  her 
heart  was  still  hardened  against  the  poor. 

The  Pentecost  feast  of  1G93  drew  near.  It 
appears  this  was  a  favourite  time  for  pilgrimages 
to  the  shrine  of  "  our  Lady  of  Saumur,"  and  Jeanne, 
ever  ready  to  make  a  little  money,  prepared  her 
house  for  lodgers. 

What  was  her  dismay  when,  late  on  the  eve  of 
the  feast,  a  poor  woman  came  to  her  door  and 
asked  for  a  lodging  I  Jeanne  knew  Frances 
Souchet  very  well.  She  spent  her  life  in  going 
from  one  shrine  to  another,  begging  her  way.  Na 
turally  she  found  no  favour  in  the  eyes  of  indus 
trious  frugal  Jeanne.  In  vain  did  she  plead  for 
admittance — she  was  roughly,  rudely  repulsed. 

"  Go  somewhere,  my  good  woman,"  said 
Jeanne,  "  where  you  can  get  a  little  straw  to  lie 
down  on." 
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So  Frances  departed. 

Whit  Sunday  dawned,  and  Jeanne,  with  her 
usual  devotion,  heard  Mass.  No  doubt  she  joined 
in  the  mighty  cry  which  goes  up  throughout  the 
Catholic  Church  on  that  day  : 

"  Come,  Thou  Father  of  the  poor, 
*  *  *  * 

Bend  the  stubborn  heart  and  will, 
Melt  the  frozen,  warm  the  chill." 

And  God  so  willed  that  a  great  and  wonderful 
infusion  of  light  and  grace  should  that  very  day 
be  bestowed  on  Jeanne  de  la  Noue.  She  left  the 
church  and  went  home.  To  her  astonishment, 
there  sat  by  her  hearth,  in  deep  conversation  with 
her  niece.  Frances  Souchet.  Jeanne's  anger  rose. 

"0  aunt,"  cried  Jane  de  la  Noue  (for  her 
niece's  name  was  the  same  as  her  own),  "I  do  think 
this  woman  is  a  sorceress;  she  says  the  most 
extraordinary  things  !" 

"  It  is  more  likely  she  is  only  an  old  gossip," 
returned  her  aunt.  "  Now  be  off,  Frances  ;  I  don't 
want  you  here." 

"  I  cannot  go,"  replied  the  poor  woman,  "  until 
I  have  told  you  what  I  have  been  sent  to  say." 

"  Who  sent  you  f ' 

"  I  do  not  know." 
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"  Well,  make  haste,  and  let  us  have  done  with 
it." 

Frances  began,  and  spoke  in  that  hour  "  as  it 
was  given  her  to  speak."  She  told  of  the  beauty 
of  poverty,  charity,  almsgiving  ;  and  as  she  spoke, 
a  marvellous  change  was  wrought  in  Jeanne's 
heart.  Spiritual  scales  fell  from  her  eyes;  she 
sank  on  her  knees,  and,  using  that  sublime  prayer 
which  St.  Paul  has  taught  us,  she  cried,  "  Lord, 
what  wilt  Thou  have  me  to  do  f  Then,  rising  up, 
she  besought  the  pilgrim  she  had  driven  from  her 
door  the  previous  day,  as  a  favour,  to  take  up  her 
abode  with  her ;  and  instantly  she  set  out  for  an 
adjoining  hamlet  called  St.  Florent,  where  she 
heard  there  was  a -poor  family  in  distress.  She 
found  a  sick  mother  and  starving  children :  they 
were  fed  and  clothed  at  once.  Frances  continued 
to  be  her  guest  until  the  feast  of  Corpus  Christi. 

No  sooner  was  she  gone  than  God  vouchsafed 
to  visit  Jeanne  with  one  of  those  marvellous 
favours  so  often  to  be  renewed  in  her  life.  She 
fell  into  a  sort  of  trance,  which  lasted  three  days 
and  three  nights,  during  which  time,  like  St.  Paul, 
she  did  "neither  eat  nor  drink."  She  believed 
that  her  guardian  angel  became  visible  to  her,  and 
he-  said,  "  Come  with  me  ;  I  will  present  you  to  the 


io  A  Marvellous  History. 

Queen  of  Heaven.  She  desires  to  find  a  daughter 
of  this  town  to  whom  she  may  confide  the  care  of 
her  poor." 

Soon  it  seemed  to  Jeanne  that  she  was  in  the 
presence  of  our  glorious  Lady,  who  embraced  her, 
saying,  "  Here  is  she  whom  I  have  so  long  sought." 

Then  the  heavenly  vision  passed  away,  and 
Jeanne  was  led  in  spirit  into  a  deep  valley,  where 
the  ground  was  cut  up  into  furrows.  It  seemed 
to  her  that  this  was  hell.  She  had  to  step  from 
furrow  to  furrow,  and  betwreeii  each  she  saw  the 
souls  of  the  lost.  The  journey  was  an  agonising 
one  ;  and,  when  she  reached  the  end  of  the  valley, 
she  saw  large  caverns,  in  which  there  were  more 
lost  souls  under  the  form  of  beasts  skinned  alive. 
People  stood  round  about,  looking  in  with  in 
difference.  Burning  to  deliver  the  miserable  beings, 
she  implored  these  bystanders  to  help  her  to  do  so, 
but  they  laughed  and  mocked  at  her.  Turning 
in  her  anguish  to  find  others  less  cruel,  she  came 
on  a  group  of  young  girls.  They  seemed  unable 
to  help  her,  but  one  only  mocked  her.  Jeanne 
thought  that  in  her  indignation  she  drew  a  sword, 
and  plunged  it  into  the  young  girl's  heart.  Then 
again  stood  before  her  our  Blessed  Lady,  holding 
in  her  hand  a  number  of  rosaries. 
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"  Those  who  shall  obtain  these  rosaries," 
said  our  Lady,  "shall  have  grace." 

Eagerly  did  Jeanne  try  to  get  hold  of  one, 
but  for  a  long  time  she  could  not  succeed.  Then 
appeared  the  form  of  her  director,  Father  Genne- 
teau.  To  him  was  given  a  rosary,  and  the 
second  was  accorded  to  Jeanne.  At  last  all  dis 
appeared,  arid  she  woke. 

Doubtless,  when  related  to  her  director,  the 
story  must  have  seemed  nothing  but  a  pious 
imagination ;  but  the  future  showed  it  was  cer 
tainly  from  God,  for  in  this  trance  or  vision  was 
foreshadowed  Jeanne's  whole  career.  She  was 
indeed  chosen  to  be  the  mother  of  the  poor,  to 
rescue  souls  from  the  depths  of  physical  and 
moral  degradation.  She  was  often  to  appeal  for 
help  to  the  rich  and  great  of  this  world,  only  to 
incur  their  mockery  and  insults. 

A  Congregation  of  women  was  destined  to 
grow  up  around  her,  whom  Father  Genneteau 
and  herself  were  to  train  in  devotion  to  Al 
mighty  God,  our  Blessed  Lady,  and  the  poor. 
In  the  faces  of  her  first  Sisters,  Jeanne  always 
declared  she  recognised  the  group  of  young  girls 
she  had  seen  in  her  dream.  One  of  this  number 
"  put  her  hand  to  the  plough  and  looked  back  " 
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— returned  to  the  world,  and  married.  Her  life 
was  miserable.  She  often  said  a  sword  had 
pierced  her  heart. 

After  this  trance,  Jeanne  de  la  None  became 
the  servant  of  the  poor.  More  eagerly  than  she 
had  ever  tried  to  amass  gain  did  she  now  try 
to  help  the  miserable.  She  gave  away  with  a 
lavish  hand.  Her  stores  of  good  linen  soon 
disappeared.  Comfortable  furniture  was  either 
given  away  or  sold  for  the  poor.  The  hungry 
knew  where  they  could  always  find  food. 

We  need  hardly  add  that  she  was  at  once 
met  with  a  storm  of  adverse  criticism  from  her 
friends  and  neighbours.  The  first  of  all  was  her 
niece.  She,  of  course,  had  some  right  to  com 
plain  ;  but  when  the  aunt  proposed  they  should 
part  company,  each  taking  the  share  of  goods 
that  belonged  to  her,  Jane  would  by  no  means 
consent.  She  loved  her  aunt  and  probably 
admired  her,  but  for  a  long  time  she  was  one  of 
the  instruments  in  God's  hand  to  purify  and  sub 
due  the  ardent  impetuous  nature  of  her  who  had 
now  given  herself  to  Him  wholly. 

It  is  necessary  for  us  to  understand  that 
Jeanne  believed  she  could  not  fulfil  God's  holy 
will,  if  she  refused  aid  to  one  poor  person  who 
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either  came  to  ask  it  from  her,  or  of  whose  misery 
she  had  heard.  The  poor  came  in  crowds,  and 
Jeanne  got  into  debt  for  the  first  time  in  her  life. 
She  did  not  know  what  to  do,  when  suddenly  a 
small  number  of  working  men  came  to  her. 

"  We  have  come  to  pay  your  debts,"  they 
said :  "  we  ask  no  return,  save  a  share  in  your 
good  works." 

Who  can  wonder  that,  after  this,  she  perse 
vered  in  the  same  path  ?  Often  light  seemed  to 
fail  her,  and  she  was  plunged  into  darkness  and 
desolation.  Then  she  would  kneel  before  the 
altar,  and  say, 

"My  Lord  and  Master,  Thou  hast  laid  a 
charge  on  me  that  of  myself  I  cannot  carry. 
Thou  knowest  I  have  not  therewith  to  clothe 
and  feed  Thy  poor.  Deign,  0  my  Saviour,  to 
sustain  Thy  own  work."  And  then  casting  herself 
at  the  feet  of  the  miraculous  statue,  she  cried, 
"Holy  Mother,  entreat  of  thy  Divine  Son  that 
He  will  come  to  my  aid." 

God  continued  to  try  His  faithful  servant. 
Again  did  debts  weigh  upon  her,  and  the  future 
loomed  darkly  before  her.  In  the  midst  of  one 
of  these  sad  days  Frances  Souchet  arrived  on  a 
pilgrimage. 
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"  Frances,"  cried  Jeanne,  "  I  cannot  go  on 
with  what  I  have  undertaken,  I  cannot  help  all 
who  come  to  me — the  number  is  too  great :  I  am 
deeply  in  debt,  and  I  don't  know  which  way  to 
turn.  What  shall  I  do  T 

"  Don't  be  troubled,"  said  Frances  ;  "  the  mea 
sure  of  meal  shall  not  fail.  Trust  in  God  and  go 
on." 

And  as  she  spoke,  a  conviction  of  the  truth 
of  her  words  filled  Jeanne's  heart. 

"  Rely  on  our  good  God,"  continued  the  pil 
grim.  "  He  will  open  His  granaries  when  He 
wills  :  do  you  be  in  peace." 

"  Are  you  quite  sure  f '  asked  Jeanne.  "  I  owe 
a  large  sum  ;  how  shall  I  pay  it1?" 

"  The  King  of  France,"  replied  Frances,  "  does 
not  give  you  his  purse,  but  that  of  the  King  of 
Kings  is  always  open."  Then  Frances  continued, 
"  The  time  is  not  yet  come,  but  it  will  come,  and 
then  your  house  will  be  a  hospice  for  wayfarers : 
you  will  receive  all  the  needy,  without  consider 
ing  whom  they  are  and  whence  they  come. 
And  there  will  be  a  cross  over  the  door,  which 
will  be  a  sign  that  you  will  have  many  troubles 
and  contradictions  to  surmount  in  founding  this 
institution.  But  God  has  made  known  to  me  that 
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the  little  bark  shall  never  founder,  that  He  is  Him 
self  the  pilot,  and  so  the  sails  shall  be  always  set." 
And  then  she  foretold  that  daughters  should 
gather  round  Jeanne,  and  "  some  one  from  Brit 
tany  "  should  come  "  to  settle  the  rules." 

Jeanne  listened  to  her  with  a  smile.  Belief 
in  so  extraordinary  a  future  was  to  her  impossible, 
and  the  predictions  faded  from  her  mind  until 
their  fulfilment  recalled  them  to  her  memory. 

Not  long  after  this  visit  from  Frances,  Jeanne 
returned  home  after  having  spent  one  whole  day 
among  the  poor.  Her  niece  insisted  on  knowing 
how  much  she  had  given  away.  It  amounted  to 
about  seven  shillings.  Yet  her  purse  had  con 
tained  little  over  one  shilling  when  she  started, 
and  no  one  had  given  her  a  farthing! 


CHAPTER  III. 

POOR  INDEED. 


JEANNE  DE  LA  NOUE  deeply  regretted  her  past 
hardness  to  the  miserable.  She  longed  to  have  a 
heart  truly  compassionate  for  their  needs,  and  the 
thought  came  into  her  mind  that  if  she  were  to 
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experience  in  her  own  person  some  of  their  sor 
rows,  this  gift  of  compassion  might  be  increased 
in  her.  She  determined,  therefore,  to  make  a  pil 
grimage  to  the  tomb  of  St.  Martin  at  Tours,  and 
to  beg  her  way.  The  distance  is  about  fifty  miles. 
A  friend,  doubtless  afterwards  one  of  her  Sisters, 
consented  to  be  her  companion. 

So  the  two  set  forth,  and  when  the  evening 
came  they  begged  for  a  night's  lodging.  Refusals 
many  and  rough  were  showered  on  them.  They 
went  from  door  to  door,  only  to  be  rebuffed,  until 
at  last  they  came  to  a  miserable  hut  where  dwelt 
one  poor  old  woman.  She  made  them  welcome 
and  shared  her  roof  with  them. 

The  day  following  they  travelled  on  and 
begged  their  bread.  They  had  the  same  ex 
perience  :  refused  by  the  rich  and  well-to-do,  and 
that  always  with  hard  words,  and  succoured 
when  at  length  exhaustion  made  them  apply  to 

the  poor. 

It  is  characteristic  of  Jeanne  that  she  had 
money  in  her  purse  all  the  while,  but  she  had 
made  a  law  to  herself  not  to  spend  it. 

On  the  second  night  of  the  pilgrimage  they 
could  again  find  no  other  lodging  than  under  the 
roof  of  the  poor.  This  time  it  was  an  aged  couple 
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who  gave  them  hospitality.  Jeanne  found  this 
couple  were  expecting  to  be  homeless  soon,  as 
they  could  not  pay  their  rent;  and  the  poor 
people  must  indeed  have  felt  that  they  had 
entertained  "  an  angel  unawares  "  when  the  poor 
beggar,  before  leaving,  opened  her  purse  and 
paid  their  debt. 

By  the  time  Jeanne  reached  Tours,  she  had 
well  learnt  the  truth  that  poverty  brings  humilia 
tion  in  its  train.  Then,  hungry  for  more  of  that 
humiliation  which  her  Divine  Master  had  so  freely 
shared,  Jeanne  said,  "  We  will  go  on  begging  in 
the  town  ;"  and  she  did  so,  meeting  the  reception 
she  expected. 

Then  the  pilgrims  went  to  the  church  of  St. 
Martin,  and  while  praying  there,  Jeanne  saw  a 
poor  woman  all  in  rags.  Fired  with  the  desire 
to  imitate  the  great  Saint  of  Tours,  she  called 
the  woman  out,  and  taking  off  her  own  petticoat, 
gave  it  to  the  beggar. 

Up  to  the  time  of  this  pilgrimage,  Jeanne  had 
contented  herself  with  "visiting  the  sick,  clothing 
the  naked,  feeding  the  hungry,  giving  drink  to 
the  thirsty."  She  was  now  inspired  to  "take  in 
the  stranger."  She  left  her  shop,  on  which  she 
had  once  set  such  store,  entirely  in  the  hands  of 
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her  niece ;  the  house  became  a  "  hospice,"  or,  as 
she  loved  to  call  it,  a  Providence,  where  "  the  poor 
and  the  feeble,  the  blind  and  the  lame,"  might 
freely  come. 

Her  whole  life  was  now  spent  in  the  service 
of  the  poor,  in  her  house  and  out  of  it,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  her  love  of  penance  grew  stronger 
than  ever.  Her  food  now  consisted  of  the  leavings 
of  the  poor,  or  refuse  picked  up  in  the  streets. 
She  never  went  to  bed,  but  took  a  brief  repose  in 
a  hard  wooden  chair;  and  her  fasts  were  long 
and  frequent.  Another  mortification  presented 
itself,  and  we  can  realise  how  strong  was  the 
pride  of  this  heart,  which  God  was  so  rapidly  con 
quering  for  Himself,  when  we  find  that  to  go  out 
in  a  plain  coarse  dress  was  the  bitterest  trial  that 
she  could  be  asked  to  endure.  She  did  it,  and 
when  she  went  to  church,  hid  herself  in  corners, 
that  she  might  not  be  seen. 

There  were  more  poor  willing  to  come  and 
live  with  Jeanne  than  she  had  room  to  give.  The 
house  was  filled  to  overcrowding,  and  yet  there 
were  suppliants,  and  among  them  desolate  orphans, 
whom  Jeanne,  above  all,  could  not  bear  to  refuse. 
So  her  ingenuity  set  to  work. 

Saumur,  as  we  have  already  seen,  is  built  in 
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great  part  on  the  banks  of  the  Loire.  Near  the 
suburb  of  Fenet,  where  Jeanne  lived,  were  over 
hanging  cliffs,  and  out  of  these  caves  had  been 
scooped,  wherein,  at  times,  poor  families  who 
were  homeless  took  refuge.  One  of  these  strange 
habitations  was  empty,  and  in  it  Jeanne  lodged 
twelve  of  her  little  orphans. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

UNDAUNTED  FAITH. 

AND  now  it  would  seem  as  if  Jeanne  had  over 
come  the  first  and  worst  difficulties  in  her  path. 
She  was  fulfilling  the  behest  of  our  Blessed  Lady, 
and  taking  care  of  her  poor.  She  would  surely 
gradually  gain  the  confidence  of  her  fellow-towns 
folk,  who  would  see  God's  blessing  on  her  house. 
"  My  thoughts  are  not  your  thoughts,  nor  your 
ways  My  ways,  saith  the  Lord." 

The  15th  of  September  1702  had  barely 
dawned,  when,  without  one  moment's  warning, 
an  enormous  block  of  stone  detached  itself  from 
the  cliff  that  overhung  the  suburb  of  Fenet, 
overwhelming  eleven  houses  in  its  ruin.  Among 
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them  was  that  of  Jeanne.  The  cave  in  which 
slept  the  twelve  orphans  was  completely  buried. 
The  crash  of  the  falling  rocks  awoke  the  whole 
town.  All  the  men  of  Saumur  set  to  work,  and 
finally  only  one  of  the  poor  little  orphans  per 
ished.  But  lives  were  all  that  could  be  saved 
— house,  furniture,  clothes,  were  gone,  and  Jeanne 
de  la  Noue  stood  under  the  blue  September  sky 
as  poor  as  any  of  the  beggars  she  was  wont  to 
succour,  and  with  the  eleven  little  orphans  and 
other  poor  creatures  depending  on  her.  There 
was  a  crowd  around  her.  Some  were  kind,  and 
some,  even  in  that  moment,  were  cruel;  but  all 
agreed  on  one  point  :  the  "  Providence "  had 
perished — the  work  of  Jeanne  de  la  Noue  was 
at  an  end. 

The  crowd  fell  back  as  Father  Genneteau 
reached,  the  spot,  and  the  sight  of  him  revived 
Jeanne's  courage.  He  had  doubtless  come  to  con 
sole  and  to  inspire  hope. 

His  words  were  :  "  Well,  my  daughter,  it  is 
evident  that  your  task  is  finished.  God  will  be 
content  ivith  the  efforts  you  have  made,  and  now 
you  may  stop." 

Then  a  sort  of  divine  inspiration  seized  on 
Jeanne.  She  pressed  closer  to  her  the  trembling 
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orphans,    she    raised  her  eyes  to  the   sky  above 
her,  and  she  said, 

"  No  ;  never  will  I  abandon  these  little  ones. 
If  I  have  to  live  with  them  in  the  open  fields,  if 
I  have  to  beg  my  bread,  never  will  I  abandon 
them.  With  them  I  will  live,  with  them  I  will 
die.  I  place  my  trust  in  my  God.  He  who  is 
thus  trying  me  will  never  forsake  me,  and  He  will 
enable  me  still  to  serve  His  poor." 

Father  Genneteau  was  vanquished  by  this  fer 
vent  faith,  and  some  charitable  souls,  touched  also, 
gave  her  food  for  that  day.  But  ere  night  fell  a 
lodging  had  to  be  found.  Jeanne  bethought 
herself  of  some  empty  stables  belonging  to  the 
Oratoire  :*  these  would  serve  as  a  temporary 
refuge,  and  she  went  immediately  to  engage 
them.  She  was  harshly  refused. 

"We  don't  want  your  poor  here,"  said 
Messieurs  de  1'Oratoire. 

Jeanne  looked  at  them. 

"  You  will  not  let  my  dear  poor  dwell  in  your 
stables  I"  she  cried,  in  holy  indignation.  "  Know 

*  This  Institute,  which  was  even  then  infected  with  Jan 
senism,  and  which  finally  perished  from  that  cause,  must  not 
in  any  way  be  confounded  with  the  holy  work  founded  under 
the  same  name  by  St.  Philip  Neri,  and  which  has  ever  been 
distinguished  by  its  loyalty  to  the  Chair  of  St.  Peter. 
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that  one  day  they  shall  possess  the  whole  house, 
and  dwell  in  your  finest  rooms." 

Of  course,  this  bold  assertion  only  incensed 
these  gentlemen,  and  they  considered  her  im 
pertinent  ;  yet  she  had  spoken  the  truth,  and  the 
day  came  when  the  prophecy  was  fulfilled. 

The  day  did  indeed  come  when  MM.  de 
1'Oratoire  of  Saumur,  who  had  haughtily  refused 
Jeanne  in  her  hour  of  distress,  vanished  from 
the  town,  and  the  congregation  founded  by  this 
penniless  woman,  distinguished  ever  by  her  obe 
dience  to  the  Church  and  her  horror  of  false  doc 
trine  took  possession  of  these  goodly  buildings, 
and  our  Lady's  words  were  again  fulfilled — the 
mighty  were  put  down  from  their  seat,  the  humble 
were  exalted. 

But  ere  these  events  came  about,  these  mis 
guided  men  were  destined  to  work  terrible  rav 
ages  in  the  town  of  Saumur,  and  sorely  to 
persecute  and  injure  Jeanne  de  la  Noue.  For  the 
present,  of  course,  they  held  a  prominent  place. 
Jeanne's  work  struggled  on.  "It  was  not  the 
rich  who  helped  us,"  says  the  Annals,  "  it  was  the 
poor." 

At  one  time,  Father  Genneteau  grew  so  un 
easy  at  what  he  naturally  considered  Jeanne's 
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imprudence,  that  he  ordered  her  to  confine  her  care 
to  those  under  her  roof,  and  not  to  give  to  any 
one  from  without.  She  obeyed,  and  immediately 
the  alms  on  which  she  depended  ceased  also.  The 
inhabitants  of  the  hospice  were  starving. 

The  director,  struck  by  the  fact,  withdrew  his 
order.  The  poor  were  relieved  as  before ;  bene 
factions  again  began  to  flow. 

One  bitter  winter's  day,  a  number  of  poor 
women  came  crying  to  the  door  of  the  "  Provi 
dence."  Their  children,  they  said,  were  perishing 
with  cold,  and  they  had  no  fuel.  Jeanne  stood 
for  a  moment  dismayed.  Her  own  store  of  wood 
was  just  out,  and  she  had  but  one  penny  in  the 
house.  Whether  she  thought  of  St.  Teresa, 
her  four  ducats  and  God,  we  know  not — it  is  cer 
tain  she  had  the  same  faith  as  the  Spanish  Saint. 
She  went  straight  to  a  wood  merchant,  and 
ordered  a  large  quantity. 

"  I  will  pay  you,"  said  she,  "  when  our  Lord 
sends  me  the  money ;  do  not  fear,  He  always  pays 
His  debts." 

The  merchant  believed  her,  and  the  wood  was 
furnished. 

The  day  following,  in  the  ashes  of  the  grate, 
in  which  some  of  the  wood  thus  procured  had 
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been  burnt,  was  found  a  piece  of  gold.  God  paid 
His  debt.  And  so  Jeanne  de  la  Noue  went  on 
her  way  believing. 

Jeanne's  niece  wished  to  recommence  the 
draper's  shop,  but  her  aunt  entirely  opposed  the 
design.  Father  Genneteau,  however,  declared 
that  Jane's  idea  of  thus  adding  to  the  resources 
of  the  household  was  prudent.  Jeanne  obeyed 
him  and  withdrew  all  opposition.  She,  however, 
declared  that  she  was  certain  God  would  not 
bless  the  enterprise,  and  that  His  design  was  that 
both  she  and  her  niece  should  devote  themselves 
to  the  service  of  the  poor,  and  depend  entirely 
upon  Providence  for  the  support  of  themselves 
and  their  poor. 

Time  soon  showed  that  she  was  right;  the 
shop  proved  a  complete  failure,  and  Jane,  finally 
throwing  aside  all  her  own  ideas,  gave  herself 
up  entirely,  after  her  aunt's  example,  to  the  ser 
vice  of  the  poor.  Nothing  would  ever  induce 
Jeanne  to  have  an  alms-box  in  the  Providence. 
When  begged  to  put  one  up,  "  No,  no,"  she  would 
reply,  "an  alms-box  with  an  appeal  is  too  human. 
We  will  depend  on  God's  help  only." 

Jeanne's  holy  ambition  was  to  undertake  all 
the  works  of  mercy  of  which  our  Lord  speaks  in 
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the  Gospel,  and  her  steps  were  now  directed  to 
wards  the  prisons.  Terrible,  indeed,  were  the 
prisons  at  the  time  when  Jeanne  de  la  Noue 
lived:  many  were  the  tears  she  wiped  away, 
many  were  the  despairing  hearts  to  which  she 
gave  hope  and  comfort. 

A  notable  criminal  was  one  day  brought  to 
justice,  and  condemned  to  death  for  the  murder  of 
his  own  wife.  He  was  hardened  in  impenitence. 
Priests  approached  him  only  to  be  met  with  curses 
and  mockeries.  His  blasphemies  were  horrible, 
and  he  was  more  like  a  wild  beast  than  a  man  as 
he  clanked  his  chains  in  his  hard  bitter  fury.  All 
fled  from  him  in  horror,  and  he  was  left  alone. 
Then  by  his  side  stood  Jeanne,  with  her  calm  com 
passionate  gaze,  with  her  burning  words  of  faith 
and  love.  The  murderer  listened  and  was  sub 
dued.  Repentance  touched  the  hard  heart.  He 
made  his  confession,  and  his  conversion  was  a 
complete  one.  He  suffered  the  penalty  of  his 
crime  in  a  spirit  of  expiation  and  penance.  And 
Jeanne  soothed  his  last  moments.  She  promised 
to  spare  him  the  unhallowed  grave  of  the  criminal, 
and  she  undertook  the  charge  of  his  only  and 
unfortunate  child. 
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CHAPTER    V. 
ST.  ANNE'S  DAY. 

THE  hospice,  or  the  "  Providence  "  as  it  was 
called,  was  now  an  accomplished  fact  in  Jeanne's 
eyes,  although  the  world  around  her  were  perpetu 
ally  predicting  its  approaching  dissolution.  "  It 
will  never  last,  it  will  come  to  pieces,"  said 
they.  But  still  it  went  on. 

The  prophecy  of  Frances  Souchet  that  daugh 
ters  should  gather  around  Jeanne  began  to  be 
accomplished.  In  September  1703,  a  young  per 
son  whose  Christian  name,  strangely  enough,  was 
also  Jeanne,  presented  herself  as  a  companion. 
She  said  to  Jeanne  de  la  Noue  that  she  had  come 
"  to  live  under  her  direction,"  to  serve  Jesus 
Christ  in  the  person  of  the  poor. 

"  I  will  willingly  accept  you,"  replied  Jeanne, 
"  if  you  will  bring  with  you  entire  self-detachment 
and  entire  self-denial,  and  if  you  are  ready  to  bear 
all  sorts  of  humiliations  and  contempt." 

In  April  1704  came  another  aspirant,  and 
Jeanne  thought  that  the  time  had  now  come  for 
executing  an  order  which  she  believed  she  had 
received  from  our  Lord  Himself :  that  she  was  to 
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found  a  Congregation  of  women,  "  in  which  she 
was  to  receive  all  those  who  wished  to  devote 
themselves  to  Jesus  Christ  and  His  poor  members," 
and  that  she  was  even  "  to  receive  people  in  weak 
health,  provided  they  had  the  true  spirit." 

Permission  was  obtained  to  put  on  a  religious 
habit,  and  the  important  point  had  to  be  decided 
what  it  was  to  be.  Jeanne  had  suffered  so  much 
from  already  adopting  a  plain  common  style  of 
dress  that  we  might  expect  her  ideas  on  the  sub 
ject  to  be  austere.  When  she  laid  these  ideas 
before  her  niece  and  the  two  postulants,  she  found 
them  very  unwilling  to  carry  them  out.  Jeanne 
declared  that  our  Lord  Himself  had  shown  her  the 
habit  to  be  chosen.  It  is  possible  that  she  meant 
by  this  it  had  been  revealed  to  her  that  the 
colour  of  the  habit  then  adopted  by  the  Daughters 
of  Wisdom  at  Poitiers  was  the  one  she  should 
choose,  or  it  may  only  have  been  a  singular  coin 
cidence  that  it  was  the  same.  It  is  certain  that 
Jeanne  was  accustomed  to  go  to  Poitiers,  and 
the  fame  of  Father  de  Montfort,  founder  of  the 
Daughters  of  Wisdom,  had  spread  to  Saumur,  as 
we  shall  presently  see. 

"Understand  well,"  said  Jeanne  to  her  com 
panions,  "that  if  you  are  to  be  true  servants  of 
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the  poor,  you  must  be  detached  from  all  things, 
you  must  desire  contempt,  and  go  against  nature. 
You  must  lay  aside  your  worldly  dress,  and  put 
on  a  habit  which  sliall  be  your  shroud,  for  under 
its  folds  natural  inclinations  must  die." 

"But,  Mother,"  cried  the  poor  girls,  "if  we  dress 
ourselves  as  you  say  we  must,  every  one  will  run 
after  us  ;  we  shall  be  the  laughing-stock  of  the 
town." 

"  What !"  said  Jeanne,  looking  at  them  with 
her  piercing  glance,  "  are  you  then  so  full  of  world- 
liness  ?  Far,  indeed,  are  you  from  dying  to  the 
world  and  self.  I  thought  you  had  come  hither 
to  be  the  servants  of  the  poor ;  if  this  is  really 
your  purpose,  you  must  wear  the  livery  of  this 
service." 

Of  course  she  conquered,  and  the  first  clothing 
took  place  on  the  feast  of  St.  Anne.  We  do  not 
know  why  the  glorious  St.  Anne  was  chosen  to  be 
the  patroness  of  the  Congregation,  but  in  this 
point  Jeanne  doubtless  acted  by  what  she  believed 
to  be  the  inspiration  of  God,  and  happy  were 
those  to  whom  it  was  given  to  devote  themselves 
to  the  special  honour  of  her,  the  mother  of  the 
Immaculate  Queen  of  Heaven.  The  habit  was 
of  coarse  mouse-coloured  woollen,  but  Jeanne 
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would  not  have  new  material  bought.  She  con 
trived  to  get  enough  that  was  old  and  patched 
for  her  purpose.  The  gown  was  straight,  narrow, 
and  short;  an  apron  of  the  same  stuff;  a  white 
handkerchief  covered  the  shoulders.  The  coif 
was  very  peculiar.  It  consisted  of  folds  of  clear 
muslin  stiffly  starched,  and  forming  a  shade 
all  round  the  face,  while  long  ends  hung  down 
over  the  chest ;  over  this  was  a  black  hood  or 
veil,  with  similar  ends.  A  black  cloak  was  worn 
out  of  doors,  and  the  hood  pulled  a  little  for 
ward.  Round  the  waist  was  a  thick  cord,  from 
which  a  rosary  depended,  and  on  the  breast  rested 
a  crucifix.  And  the  foundress  did  not  fail  to  point 
out  to  the  Sisters  the  signification  of  each  part  of 
their  dress,  and  the  exhortation  she  made  to  them 
on  the  day  of  this  first  clothing  may  well  be  given 
here,  as  showing  the  spirit  with  which  she  was  filled. 
"Dear  Sisters,"  said  she,  "you  are  asking  for 
the  habit  of  penance.  Do  you  really  understand 
what  you  are  demanding?  Do  not  let  us  deceive 
ourselves.  The  poor  habit  in  which  we  clothe 
ourselves  is  the  symbol  of  the  poor,  mortified, 
penitent  life  that  you  are  to  profess  and  lead. 
You  are  to  be  mortified  in  food,  both  in  sickness 
and  health ;  you  are  to  practise  interior  mortifica- 
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tion,  totally  renouncing  your  own  judgment  and 
your  own  will,  to  depend  on  the  will  of  another  ; 
you  are  to  renounce  the  gratification  of  your  own 
senses,  your  own  desires,  to  strip  yourself  of  the 
superfluities  of  life,  and  content  yourself  with 
necessaries,  according  to  God's  will,  shown  to  you 
by  your  Superior ;  you  are  to  be  ready  even  to  be 
deprived  of  necessaries,  if  they  should  fail  you  in 
sickness  as  in  health ;  you  are  to  strive  after  that 
true  humility  which  shall  make  you  love  the 
lowest  place  in  the  house;  to  choose,  as  far  as 
depends  on  you,  the  coarsest  habit,  the  poorest 
food,  the  worst  of  everything ;  that  humility  which 
leads  you  to  despise  yourself,  and  look  on  all 
others  as  above  you.  These  are  the  virtues  of 
which  your  habit  is  the  sign  and  perpetual  lesson. 
Come  and  take,  then,  not  a  habit,  but  a  shroud; 
for  in  our  habit  we  shall  be  buried,  and  so  it 
should  preach  to  you  incessantly  of  death,  detach 
ment  from  the  world,  your  friends,  your  family, 
your  own  rights,  that  you  may  live  only  for  Jesus 
Christ  and  in  Jesus  Christ." 

Then  she  went  on  to  comment  on  the  different 
parts  of  the  costume : 

"The  habit  is  the  sign  of  the  poverty  you 
must  practise ;  the  coif  proclaims  that  you  must 
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close  your  eyes  and  ears  to  the  vanities  of  the 
world;  the  girdle  is  to  remind  you  of  the  cords 
that  bound  our  Lord  to  the  pillar,  and  happy  will 
be  the  Sister  who,  like  St.  Paul,  is  'crucified 
with  Christ;'  the  crucifix  you  have  the  honour 
to  bear  on  your  breast  is  a  perpetual  pledge  that, 
wherever  you  are — in  the  house  or  in  the  street — 
you  will  converse  with  your  Divine  Spouse,  and 
show  forth  your  love  for  Him.  And  if  He  asks 
you  to  undertake  a  mortification,  to  suffer  an 
injury,  a  grief,  a  trouble,  you  will  consider  that 
you  have  always  with  you  a  true  Consoler,  that 
you  are  ever  in  the  presence  of  Jesus  crucified." 

The  Sisters  had  need  of  this  powerful  un 
worldly  teaching.  Their  fears  were  fully  realised. 
Their  appearance  in  the  habit  met  with  a  perfect 
storm  of  ridicule  and  mockery.  Peals  of  laughter 
saluted  them  ;  every  one  had  an  adverse  criticism 
to  make;  and  the  evil-disposed  were  not  afraid 
to  insult  those  who  only  went  about  to  do  good. 
"  All  the  venom  of  the  serpent's  tongue,"  says  the 
Annals,  "  was  thrown  in  our  face." 

The  Sisters  now  took  their  names  in  religion. 
At  this  period  it  was  the  more  common  practice 
to  preserve  the  baptismal  name,  adding  on  to  it 
some  mystery  or  the  name  of  some  Saint.  Jeanne 
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de  la  None  chose  the  mystery  she  loved  the  best 
— that  of  the  Cross  ;  so  that  her  name  in  religion 
was  Sister  of  the  Cross ;  but,  being  Superior  and 
Foundress,  she  was  naturally  always  called  by  her 
family  name,  and,  indeed,  seems  to  have  retained 
it  as  her  signature. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

FATHER  DE  MONTFORT. 

WHEN  a  religious  community  has  sprung  into 
being,  the  first  duty  of  its  founder  is  to  fix  upon 
the  rule  which  is  to  be  to  its  members  the  indica 
tion  of  God's  will,  and  which  is  to  mark  out  its 
place  and  work  in  the  Church  of  God.  The  need 
of  time  and  experience,  of  course,  renders  the 
drawing  up  of  the  rule  a  slow  process ;  but  in  the 
case  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Anne  two  difficulties  of 
a  peculiar  nature  beset  the  undertaking. 

Although  Jeanne  was  called  upon  to  found  a 
religious  community  and  to  guide  a  large  hospice 
for  the  poor,  she  had  in  no  way  relaxed  from  the 
extraordinary  austerities  to  which  she  had  been 
drawn  in  the  beginning  of  her  conversion.  On 
the  contrary,  she  had  increased  them,  and  had 
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bound  herself  to  them  by  vow ;  and  this  had  not 
been  done  without  much  reflection  on  the  part  of 
her  director,  and  much  counsel  from  other  priests. 
She  now  bound  herself  to  fast  on  one  meal  per 
day,  which  was  to  be  taken  in  the  evening ; 
never  to  eat  meat,  fish,  eggs,  or  butter ;  never 
to  drink  anything  but  water;  never  to  sleep 
except  in  a  chair,  and  that  without  a  pillow. 

To  these  austerities  she  added  many  others 
She  rarely  slept  more  than  two  hours,  and  spent 
the  rest  of  the  night  nursing  the  sick  or  in  prayer. 
She  would  eat  mouldy  bread  and  stale  vegetables, 
and  would  endure  other  mortifications,  of  which 
we  can  find  no  parallel,  except  in  the  life  of  St. 
Benedict  Labre,  whom  she  preceded.  He  was 
born  twelve  years  after  her  death.  Like  him, 
she  treated  her  body  more  hardly  than  men  treat 
the  beasts  of  the  field,  thereby  teaching  us  the 
great  lesson  of  self-contempt. 

We  can  easily  understand  a  fear  springing  up, 
on  one  hand,  that  a  woman  so  merciless  to  herself 
should  impose  a  rule  on  her  community  too  hard 
for  ordinary  vocations  to  follow;  while,  on  the 
other  hand,  many  thought  a  foundress's  duty  lay 
in  setting  an  example  of  virtue  and  fidelity  in  the 
common  life,  instead  of  leading  one  apart  from 
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her  children,  extraordinary  and  altogether  super 
human.  From  these  causes  arose  a  trial,  the 
hardest  that  can  befall  a  religious  community- 
internal  dissensions  and  doubts  in  the  minds  of 
some  of  the  Sisters  whether  she  who  was  set 
over  them  was  really  led  by  the  Spirit  of  God. 
But  God  took  care  of  her  whom  He  had  inspired 
to  walk  in  so  austere  a  path. 

We  have  already  alluded  to  Father  Grignon 
de  Montfort,  whom  the  Church  has  since  declared 
"  Venerable."  He  was  born  in  1673,  and  ordained 
priest  in  1700.  In  the  following  year  he  became 
chaplain  to  the  general  hospital  in  Poitiers,  and 
in  1702  felt  inspired  by  God  to  found  a  religious 
Congregation  of  women,  who  were  to  be  called 
"Daughters  of  Divine  Wisdom."  His  soul  was 
one  likely  to  understand  and  appreciate  Jeanne 
de  la  Noue.  Grignon  de  Montfort  had  been 
educated  by  the  Jesuit  Fathers  at  Kennes.  He 
was  a  member  of  their  renowned  "  Sodality  of  our 
Lady,"  and  he  had  a  constant  and  devoted 
attachment  to  the  Society  of  Jesus.  This  was 
enough  to  insure  him  bitter  enemies  amongst  the 
Jansenists.  They  decried  his  conduct,  and  at 
last  succeeded  in  injuring  him  in  the  eyes  of  the 
Bishop  of  Poitiers,  who  ordered  him  to  quit  the 
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diocese.  Without  any  remonstrance  Father  de 
Montfort  obeyed,  and  made  on  foot  a  pilgrimage 
to  Loreto  and  Rome.  He  was  admitted  to  an 
audience  of  the  Holy  Father.  Clement  XI.,  and 
expressed  to  his  Holiness  his  desire  to  go  and 
preach  to  the  heathen.  But  the  Vicar  of  Christ 
bade  him  go  back  to  his  own  country,  and  combat 
the  errors  of  Jansenism.  To  hear  was  to  obey,  and 
on  foot  he  returned  from  Rome,  reaching  Poitiers 
in  August  1706.  He  needed  rest  after  such  a 
journey,  but,  instead  of  taking  it,  he  set  out  on  a 
pilgrimage  to  which  he  always  seems  to  have 
had  a  special  devotion,  "  Our  Lady  of  Saumur." 

We  can  imagine  the  eagerness  with  which  the 
Sisters  of  St.  Anne  welcomed  him.  He  seemed 
to  them  the  very  person  whose  advice  would  be 
valuable  to  them  touching  their  Mother's  mode 
of  life.  And  Jeanne,  always  anxious  for  wise 
counsel,  and,  like  all  humble  people,  ever  self- 
distrustful,  sought  him  also.  He  told  her  and  the 
Sisters  he  would  think  over  the  matter,  and  he 
began,  during  his  stay  in  Saumur,  to  give  the 
Sisters  a  series  of  instructions.  And  one  day, 
after  having  spoken  to  them  burning  words  of 
which  his  heart  was  full,  we  may  imagine  the 
consternation  of  those  who  were  hanging  on  his 
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lips  to  hear  him  declare  to  Jeanne,  in  the  presence 
of  all  the  Sisters,  that  she  was  under  a  delusion, 
that  it  was  secret  self-love  which  actuated  her 
deviation  from  the  common  life,  and  for  the 
future  she  ought  to  follow  in  all  things  the 
customs  of  the  house. 

As  he  spoke,  he  kept  his  eyes  fixed  on  Jeanne. 
No  flush  of  pride,  no  glance  of  anger,  met  his 
gaze ;  she  was  calm  and  unmoved.  He  read  in 
her  countenance  the  expression  of  profound  sub 
mission  to  God's  will — of  sincere  desire  to  know 
what  that  divine  will  was.  While  the  words 
were  on  his  lips,  a  doubt  came  into  his  mind. 

"  To-morrow,"  he  continued,  "  I  will  say  Mass 
for  you.  Come  to  Communion  at  that  Mass,  and 
do  not  doubt  that  God  will  make  known  to  me 
what  I  ought  to  say  further  to  you." 

Jeanne  heard  his  Mass,  and  with  the  Holy 
Sacrifice  went  up  her  simple  prayer :  "  Thou 
knowest,  0  my  Lord,  in  all  that  I  have  under 
taken,  I  have  desired  to  seek  only  to  follow  Thy 
holy  will,  and  to  promote  Thy  glory ;  but  if, 
while  thinking  I  do  Thy  will,  I  am  the  dupe  of 
Satan — if,  while  thinking  I  seek  Thy  glory,  I  am 
only  seeking  my  own  will — then,  Lord,  0  Lord, 
give  to  this  Thy  minister  the  light  that  I  need !" 
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When  the  Mass  was  ended,  Jeanne  sought 
Father  de  Montfort.  But  a  strange  change  had 
taken  place  in  his  mind. 

"My  child,"  said  he,  "persevere  as  you  have 
begun.  It  is  God  who  is  leading  you ;  it  is  the 
Holy  Spirit  who  inspires  you  to  practise  these 
extraordinary  austerities.  Yes;  hold  for  certain 
that  God  demands  them  from  you,  and  that  you 
are  called  to  them  ;  persevere." 

And  with  that  perfect  simplicity  which  belongs 
to  the  true  servants  of  God,  Father  de  Montfort 
retracted  before  the  Sisters  the  words  he  had 
spoken  the  previous  day,  and  set  their  minds  at 
rest  concerning  their  Mother  ;  and  then,  thoroughly 
convinced  that  the  work  was  of  God,  he  lent  his 
valuable  aid  to  the  Foundress  in  the  task  that 
lay  before  her  of  writing  and  arranging  the 
rules. 

His  advice  must  have  been  most  precious  to 
the  Providence,  on  account  of  the  great  similarity 
of  the  institute  he  was  then  founding  with  that 
of  the  Providence. 

This  visit  was  always  considered  the  fulfil 
ment  of  that  prediction  of  Frances  Souchet  that 
"  some  one  from  Brittany  should  come  to  settle 
the  rules,"  as  Father  de  Montfort  was  a  Breton, 
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and  came  from  Brittany,  to  which  province   he 
was  now  returning. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  RULES. 

IT  was,  however,  no  easy  matter  to  get  the 
rules  approved  by  the  Bishop.  When  his  lord 
ship's  approbation  was  sought,  he  consulted  some 
of  his  priests,  and  several  of  them  were  of  opinion 
the  rules  were  too  severe,  and  required  mitiga 
tion.  However,  after  much  discussion,  and  a 
great  deal  of  suffering  on  the  part  of  the  Foun 
dress,  these  objections  were  withdrawn,  and  the 
episcopal  sanction  was  given  on  September  24th, 
1709. 

In  May  1710,  the  Sisters  made  their  first  vows. 
The  Foundress's  niece  did  not  live  to  see  this 
happy  day.  It  must  have  been  a  great  sorrow  to 
her  aunt  when  she  died,  September  22nd,  1707. 
She  went  to  receive  the  reward  of  those  who  give 
themselves  generously  to  God :  she  had  "  sown 
in  tears ;"  doubtless,  she  went  to  "  reap  in  joy." 

We  must  now  examine  a  little  these  famous 
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rules.     "  The  spirit  of  the  Order,"  said  the  rules, 
"  was  to  be  that  of  mortification — the  food  was 
to  be   coarse  ;  no  roast  meat,  poultry,  or  game 
was  to  be  eaten.     There  was  to  be  no  difference 
between  the  table  of  the  community  and  that  of 
the  poor  inmates   of  the  house ;   the  same  soup, 
stew,    and   vegetables — all    was    to    be    cooked 
together,  and  the  Sisters  to   be  served  last.     In 
time  of  illness,  the  sick  Sisters  were  to  be  treated 
in  the  same  way  as  the  poor.     Wine  was  never 
to  be  used,  except  for  the  sick.     The  vessels  were 
to  be  of  earthenware  ;  spoons  and  forks  of  wood ; 
the  drinking-cups  of  earthenware  also  ;  no  gla&s 
was  to  be  allowed.     Meals  out  of  the  house  were 
strictly  forbidden,  except  in  case  of  necessity,  and 
were  then  not  to  be  taken  with  seculars.      The 
bed-curtains    were    to  be   serge ;   a  bed,  wooden 
stool,  and  table,  the  only  furniture   of  their  cells, 
with  a  wooden  crucifix. 

The  Foundress  was  strongly  opposed  to  new 
material  being  used  for  habits.  "  When  the  habit 
is  given  to  a  novice,  she  shall  be  clothed  in  one 
that  has  been  used  by  a  Sister ;  and  when  a  Sister 
requires  another  habit,  it  shall  not  be  entirely 
new — one  quarter  of  it  must  be  of  old  stuff,  that 
the  Sister  may  always  remember  the  poverty  of 
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her  state,  and  that  she  has  made  a  perpetual  pro 
fession  of  humility." 

They  were  to  seek  and  wish  for  the  worst 
linen  and  the  worst  habit,  but  without  over- 
eagerness  or  affectation,  only  begging  the  "  head 
servant,"  as  the  Superior  was  called,  to  give  the 
best  to  another.  But  though  the  linen  and  habits 
should  be  poor,  they  should  also  be  always  clean. 
On  weekdays,  the  shoes  worn  were  to  be  wooden 
ones;  the  Sunday  shoes  of  coarse  black  leather, 
with  flat  heels  (high  heels  were  then  in  fashion), 
and  the  soles  thick  with  nails,  "  in  order  not  only 
to  avoid  pride,  but  also  that  poverty  might  be 
practised  in  all  things."  Poverty  was  to  be 
observed  even  in  the  chapel.  Neither  gold  nor 
silver  was  to  be  used  in  tissues  or  embroideries. 

It  would  seem  as  if  Jeanne  de  la  Croix  was 
much  attracted  towards  the  Franciscan  Order. 
After  the  sanctuary  of  our  Lady,  her  favourite 
church  in  Saumur  was  that  of  the  Cordeliers  or 
Franciscans.  On  one  occasion,  when  she  was 
seeking  light  from  God  in  the  church  of  our  Lady, 
she  was  told  to  seek  it  in  the  church  of  the  Cor 
deliers  ;  and  at  the  foot  of  that  altar  she  did 
receive  the  favour  she  sought.  And  this  attrac 
tion  to  the  great  Order  must  have  been  strong ; 
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for  we  find  that  our  Lord  said  to  her  He  had 
called  her  to  the  Order  of  Providence,  and  not 
to  that  of  the  Recolettes  or  Capucines,  both 
branches  of  the  Franciscan  Order,  following  a 
rule  of  great  severity.  The  cord  round  the  waist, 
the  austere  poverty,  and  the  regulations  as  to 
the  simplicity  even  of  the  chapels,  all  indicate  a 
desire  to  imitate  the  glorious  patriarch  St.  Francis, 
with  poverty  his  bride. 

After  the  love  of  austere  poverty  for  herself 
and  her  Sisters,  the  next  capital  point,  if  we  may 
so  say,  in  Jeanne's  mind,  was  the  bestowal  of  alms 
at  the  door. 

One  evening,  the  Sister  who  was  housekeeper 
came  to  her  Superior  to  say  "  there  was  not 
enough  food  left  in  the  house  for  the  morrow's 
consumption,  and  that  no  alms  had  been  received 
during  the  whole  day." 

"  Has  any  one  who  begged  at  the  door  been 
refused4?"  asked  Jeanne. 

The  poor  Sister  had  to  confess  that,  seeing 
her  provisions  were  running  short,  she  had  re 
fused  many  beggars  that  day. 

"  Then  this  is  your  fault,"  said  the  Mother 
severely,  "  and  see  how  God  has  repaid  your 
want  of  faith.  What !  for  fear  of  our  not  having 
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enough,  you  took  upon  yourself  to  refuse  the  poor 
beggars  !  Have  you  ever  known  God  abandon  us 
when  you  give  freely  ?  No  ;  He  then  supplied 
our  needs.  You  should  have  waited  till  nothing 
was  left,  and  then  you  could  have  said,  '  Lord,  we 
have  nothing.  We  cannot  help  Thy  children,  if 
Thou  dost  not  help  us.'  " 

So  strong  was  her  conviction  on  this  head, 
that  it  was  made  a  point  of  rule : 

"  The  head  servant  (she  loved  to  use  this  title 
for  the  Superior,  often)  must  act  in  a  spirit  of  faith, 
and  never  refuse  to  any  poor  beggars  what  they 
need.  If  there  is  not  enough  in  the  house,  it  must 
be  bought  and  paid  for  as  soon  as  possible ;  these 
little  alms  given  by  the  head  servant  out  of  the 
house  will  soon  bring  her  the  means  of  helping 
the  poor  in  the  house  and  in  the  town." 

One  of  Jeanne's  first  cares  had  been,  when 
community  life  began,  to  arrange  an  oratory 
where  meditation  should  be  made.  The  extreme 
poverty  of  the  community  prevented  them  from 
ornamenting  their  rooms.  A  table,  on  which 
some  coloured  paper  was  ingeniously  made  to 
represent  an  altar,  was  its  most  valuable  pos 
session.  After  a  time,  a  lady,  touched  by  this 
poverty,  gave  them  a  pretty  altar. 
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In  1707,  Jeanne  obtained  permission  from  the 
Bishop  to  have  a  confessional  in  this  oratory,  so 
that  the  Sisters,  and  those  among  the  poor  who 
were  infirm,  could  go  to  confession  without  leav 
ing  the  house.  In  this  oratory  the  Sisters  used 
to  assemble  after  meditation  for  the  exercise 
known  as  the  obedience,  which  consists  in  giving 
each  Sister  her  charge  for  the  day ;  and  it  gave 
Jeanne  an  opportunity  of  encouraging  them  with 
her  strong  and  powerful  words.  It  was  not  rare 
in  those  days  that  postulants,  disgusted  with  the 
hardness  of  the  life,  "went  away  sorrowful."  In 
some  instances  they  begged  for  readmission  with 
the  utmost  humility.  Jeanne  was  not  one  to 
refuse  such  a  request. 

"Dear  Sister,"  she  said  to  one  of  these  repent 
ant  children,  "you  are  waiting  for  the  happy 
moment  when  you  will  receive  the  holy  habit  of 
religion.  You  were  one  of  the  first  to  be  called ; 
but  your  heart  has  been  divided  between  the  love 
of  God  and  the  love  of  self,  and  so  this  holy  habit 
is  not  yet  yours.  Now  you  are  better  tried  and  in 
earnest.  Reflect  well  on  what  you  are  about  to  do, 
and  remember  that  God  will  not  have  '  rapine  in 
the  holocaust.'  As  He  desires  to  give  Himself  all  to 
you,  so  He  also  desires  that  you  should  give  your- 
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self  all  to  Him.  If  you  wish  to  possess  God,  you 
must  not  be  attached  to  anything  on  earth,  for 
He  will  not  have  any  rival  in  your  heart.  We 
have  had  the  consolation  to  see  some  of  our  Sis 
ters  who,  after  having  hesitated  and  even  left  the 
house,  have  returned,  and  are  now  giving  great 
edification.  And  it  was  attachment  to  creatures 
that  made  them  so  inconstant  in  their  resolu 
tions,  so  uncertain  as  to  God's  designs  on  them. 
It  will  be  thus  with  you,  dear  Sister  :  after  your 
long  hesitation  you  will  now  take  root,  and  keep 
your  resolutions." 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  INTERIOR  VOICE. 

IN  1706,  a  very  valuable  postulant  joined  the 
community.  Her  name  was  Laigle :  she  was 
always  called  Sister  Marie.  After  a  time  she 
became  the  assistant  and  confidante  of  the 
Superior.  She  seems  either  to  have  written 
the  Annals  from  the  beginning,  relying,  of 
course,  on  the  memories  of  the  other  Sisters  for 
the  relation  of  the  facts  which  had  happened 
before  her  entrance,  or,  at  all  events,  she  took  up 
the  thread  from  the  time  she  entered. 
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The  work  of  the  Providence  progressed — al 
ways  in  difficulties,  and  yet  perpetually  receiving 
marvellous  assistance.  Miracles  may  be  said  to 
have  been  the  daily  food  on  which  the  first  Sisters 
of  St.  Anne  were  fed.  Again  and  again  did  food 
and  money  multiply  in  Jeanne's  hands. 

"  I  have  seen  our  Mother,"  says  Sister  Marie, 
"/eed  two  hundred  poor  with  one  loaf." 

"  Many  persons  were  witnesses  that  God  mul 
tiplied,  in  the  hands  and  in  the  house  of  Sister  de 
la  Noue,  money,  bread,  and  different  things  which 
she  distributed  to  the  poor,"  says  another  record. 

At  one  time,  in  the  month  of  October,  the  Pro 
vidence  was  very  badly  off.  Jeanne  imagined 
that  the  cause  of  this  was,  that  she  had  not  been 
kind  enough  to  the  poor  on  the  day  of  their 
entrance  into  her  house,  for,  she  argued,  as  she 
had  enjoyed  the  honour  of  receiving  Jesus  Christ 
in  their  person,  she  ought  to  have  offered  them  her 
best.  She  made  it  a  point  of  rule  that  this  was 
to  be  done  in  future,  and,  to  repair  the  omission  in 
the  case  of  those  who  had  already  entered,  she 
resolved  to  give  a  feast  on  the  following  All 
Saints'  Day  and  Christmas  Day.  On  this  Christ 
mas  Day.  Father  Genneteau  proposed  she  should 
break  her  fast,  and  eat  the  good  fare  with  her 
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Sisters.  She  reminded  him  that  the  Infant  Jesus 
did  not  feast  in  His  crib.  The  father  yielded  the 
point,  but  bade  her  go  into  the  refectory  and  say 
grace.  She  obeyed,  and  each  Sister's  portion 
was  visibly  augmented.  "  This  I  saw  with  my 
own  eyes,"  says  Sister  Marie. 

After  this  Christmas  feast  alms  became  more 
abundant,  and,  in  thanksgiving,  Jeanne  ordained 
that  two  feasts  should  be  given  every  year  to  the 
poor :  on  Maundy  Thursday  and  the  feast  of  St. 
Anne.  She  was  mindful  of  those  words  which 
seem  so  strangely  forgotten  in  these  days  of  ours  : 
"  When  thou  makest  a  dinner  or  a  supper,  call  not 
thy  friends,  nor  thy  brethren,  nor  thy  kinsmen, 
nor  thy  neighbours  who  are  rich,  lest  perhaps 
they  also  invite  thee  again,  and  a  recompense  be 
made  to  thee.  But  when  thou  makest  a  feast,  call 
the  poor,  the  maimed,  the  lame,  and  the  blind,  and 
thou  shalt  be  blessed,  because  they  have  not  the 
wherewith  to  make  thee  recompense ;  for  recom 
pense  shall  be  made  to  thee  at  the  resurrection  of 
the  just." 

"  To  pay  the  expenses  of  these  feasts,"  wrote 
Jeanne,  "  the  *  head  servant '  shall  depend  on 
Divine  Providence,  who  will  provide." 

Jeanne  herself  lived,  as  it  were,  face  to  face 
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with  Divine  Providence — speaking  to  our  Lord  as 
a  child  speaks  to  its  mother  ;  yet  it  was  not  the 
will  of  our  Lord  that  this  should  be  a  source  of 
consolation  to  her.  Her  humility  made  her  dis 
trust  the  interior  answer  to  her  prayer,  and  after 
one  miracle  had  passed  she  did  not  count  on  the 
next.  She  would  say  sometimes  in  perfect  sim 
plicity,  "  Lord,  I  cannot  believe  that  it  is  really 
Thou  who  art  speaking  to  me  thus." 

Once  in  this  same  simplicity  she  said  to 
Him, 

"  I  cannot  believe,  Lord,  that  it  is  really  Thy 
voice  which  is  speaking  to  me,  unless  Thou  dost 
send  me  some  wheat-flour  which  I  want  to  mix 
with  the  rye-flour  to  make  bread." 

Before  the  day  closed  the  flour  was  sent.  And 
our  Lord  seemed,  if  we  may  so  say,  to  delight  in 
trying  her  faith  and  blind  obedience. 

Once  she  knew  not  where  to  turn  for  money. 
He  told  her  to  make  a  feast  for  the  poor ;  she  com 
plied,  and  alms  flowed  in.  On  another  occasion 
she  was  fretting  over  her  debts. 

"  Go,"  said  the  interior  voice,  "  and  ask  to 
have  these  debts  forgiven  thee." 

Poor  Jeanne  found  it  hard  to  obey,  yet  she 
went. 
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"  Did  you  mean  the  last  money  you  sent  me 
to  be  a  gift  or  a  loan  ?"  she  asked  timidly. 

"A  loan,"  replied  the  creditor;  "I  have  en 
tered  it  in  my  books  against  you  with  the  rest 
you  owe  me." 

Jeanne  was  silent. 

"Well,"  said  the  person,  smiling,  "  I  see  what 
I  must  do :  forgive  you  all  you  owe  me,  and  start 
again  with  a  little  present." 

The  year  1709  was  a  terrible  one.  The  dis 
tress  was  greater,  the  prospect  of  famine  nearer, 
than  in  1693. 

"  Such  was  our  poverty,"  writes  Sister  Marie, 
'•'  that  we  and  the  elder  orphans  did  needlework 
till  late  at  night,  and  we  had  no  other  light  than 
resin  torches.  We  used  these  in  the  kitchen  and 
refectory,  in  our  cells,  and  in  the  poor  people's 
dormitory ;  and  this  caused  us  great  trouble, 
because  as  this  dormitory  was  a  loft  we  were 
so  afraid  of  its  catching  fire.  Day  by  day  we 
were  on  the  brink  of  starvation,  but  at  the  last 
moment  the  Father  of  the  family  took  care  to 
send  us  some  help." 

On  one  of  these  days  after  supper  there  re 
mained  nothing  but  a  few  crusts  of  bread  for  the 
morrow ;  there  was  no  flour,  no  money,  and  no 
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hope  of  getting  credit.  A  lady  arrived.  She 
had  come  from  Orleans,  accidentally  heard  of  the 
curious  Providence,  and  wanted  to  see  it.  Jeanne 
told  her  tale  of  distress.  The  lady  gave  all  she 
could  spare  for  the  moment,  and  became  for  the 
future  a  devoted  benefactress. 

Soon  after,  the  Sisters  were  in  the  same  state 
of  distress.  A  priest  from  a  distance,  who  had 
come  to  Saumur  to  pay  a  bill,  happened  to  pass 
the  Providence ;  he  went  in,  he  was  astonished 
and  delighted  with  all  he  saw. 

"By  what  means,"  said  he  to  Jeanne,  "can 
you  support  such  an  undertaking  ?" 

"Father,"  said  she,  "is  not  Providence  rich 
enough  ?" 

He  was  so  moved  that  he  emptied  his  purse 
into  her  hands,  saying  he  would  come  again  to 
pay  his  bill. 

On  another  such  day  of  pressing  need  there 
came  three  hundred  bushels  of  wheat,  writh  a 
letter  from  a  lady,  saying  she  felt  inspired  to 
send  this  aid. 

Another  time  a  sum  was  sent  to  Jeanne  to 
have  Masses  said  at  our  Lady's  shrine,  and,  at 
the  same  moment,  a  letter  from  a  priest,  stating 
he  and  some  fellow-priests  would  say  a  certain 
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number  of  Masses  free,  and  she  might  keep  the 
money. 

But  the  distress  grew  greater ;  every  one  was 
poorer  than  usual ;  alms  did  not  flow  in  ;  all  her 
friends  bade  Jeanne  close  her  doors,  while  the 
poor  pressed  upon  her  more  than  ever  :  she  her 
self  knew  not  what  to  do.  She  took  refuge  at 
the  foot  of  the  altar. 

"  Lord,"  she  said,  "I  have  so  many  children 
in  my  house,  and  I  am  asked  to  take  others. 
What  shall  I  do  T 

A  voice  seemed  to  answer  her,  "  My  daughter, 
disquiet  not  thyself.  If  I  come  to  thy  house  under 
the  form  of  the  poor,  old  or  young,  sick  or  well, 
what  matters  it  ?  Let  My  good  pleasure  be  done." 

"  Yes,  Lord  ;  but  people  say  my  poor  will  die 
of  hunger,  that  it  is  my  fault,  and  I  shall  have  to 
answer  for  it  to  Thee." 

"  Let  the  world  talk,"  replied  the  voice  ;  "  do 
as  thou  hast  always  done,  and  fear  not." 

Another  time  her  difficulties  were  so  great, 
the  house  so  over-crowded,  that  she  did  refuse  to 
take  in  a  poor  child,  A  few  days  after,  she  had 
to  pass  the  house  where  this  child  was,  on  her 
way  to  the  church,  and  she  heard  it  crying.  Sad 
at  heart,  she  knelt  before  the  tabernacle. 


The  Interior  Voice.  5 1 

"Lord,  what  wilt  Thou  have  me  to  do?"  again 
she  said. 

"  Have  you  not  heard  the  Infant  Jesus  cry 
ing?"  said  the  interior  answer  ;  "  and  can  you  hear 
it  without  flying  to  His  aid?  Do  the  servants 
of  the  rich  hear  their  masters'  children  cry,  and 
wait  till  they  are  told  to  go  and  help  them  ?  Go, 
then ;  you  are  but  a  servant,  and  a  useless  one ; 
take  that  child,  and  carry  it  to  your  house." 

"  Yes,  Lord  ;  when  I  go  back,  I  will  send  for 
it." 

"  If  you  do  not  go  yourself  this  instant  to  take 
that  child,  you  will  be  resisting  My  grace  ;  and  if 
you  ask  My  help  hereafter,  you  will  not  obtain 
it.  Do  not  trouble  yourself  how  you  will  provide 
for  that  child's  needs,  only  carry  it  to  your  house  ;, 
she  is  crying,  and  My  Mother  will  hear  that  cry,, 
and  will  provide  for  her." 

Jeanne  flew  for  the  child,  and,  with  a  face 
beaming  with  joy,  brought  the  desolate  little  one 
home. 

On  another  occasion  she  refused  to  take  the 
child  of  bad  parents.  The  interior  voice  said, 

"  You  would  have  been  far  worse  than  they 
are,  if  My  grace  had  not  prevented  you.  Take 
this  child,  bring  it  up  carefully,  love  it  tenderly.'* 
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The  child  was  taken,  and  became  in  after 
years  one  of  Jeanne's  greatest  consolations. 

One  day  Jeanne  felt  interiorly  moved  to  offer 
five  francs  for  the  altar  of  our  Lady — and  this 
when  she  had  hardly  any  money  left.  So  she 
thought  she  would  make  a  bargain. 

"Lord,"  she  said,  "I  will  give  Thy  Mother 
five  francs  ;  and  I  want  Thee  to  give  me  a  hundred 
crowns  in  return." 

"  I  will  give  you  two  hundred,"  was  the  an 
swer.  "  Go  and  ask  Mademoiselle  Deslordes ;  I 
will  move  her  heart." 

Poor  Jeanne  felt  quite  overwhelmed,  for  this 
lady  had  already  done  much  for  her  ;  so  she  tried 
to  think  she  had  not  understood  aright.  But  she 
was  not  in  peace ;  the  interior  impression  grew 
stronger.  Jeanne  went  to  the  lady.  When  there, 
her  courage  failed  her :  instead  of  asking  for  a 
.gift  of  two  hundred  crowns,  she  requested  a  loan 
of  ten  crowns.  The  lady  at  once  complied,  and 
.asked  her  if  she  wanted  any  more. 

"No,"  said  Jeanne  ;  and  she  went  home. 

But  our  Lord  was  displeased  with  her.  He 
bade  her  go  back  at  once,  and  return  the  ten 
crowns.  She  obeyed. 

"  I  have  brought  your  money  back,"  she  said. 
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"  What,  already  f  replied  Mademoiselle  Des- 
lordes  ;  "  what  does  this  mean  ?" 

"  0,  indeed,  mademoiselle,"  said  poor  Jeanne, 
"  I  beg  your  pardon." 

"  But  what  does  it  mean  ?"  continued  the  lady. 

"Well,  I  will  tell  you,"  said  Jeanne;  "only 
mind,  you  are  not  obliged  to  believe  that  my 
words  are  from  God.  If  you  can  so  receive  them, 
I  believe  you  will  do  well ;  but  if  you  cannot, 
do  not  be  troubled,  because  I  could  be  mistaken 
in  supposing  that  God  wished  me  to  give  you 
this  message." 

"  Never  mind,  tell  me  what  it  is." 

"  Our  Lord  says  I  am  to  ask  you  to  give 
me  two  hundred  crowns." 

"  Very  well,"  said  the  lady  ;  "  if  our  Lord  wants 
that  sum,  He  shall  have  it." 

Some  time  after  this  the  inmates  of  the  Provi 
dence  were  on  the  brink  of  starvation.  Jeanne 
wrent  as  usual  to  the  foot  of  our  Lady's  altar,  to 
beg  light  and  help  through  her  intercession  from 
her  Divine  Son.  The  answer  was  to  put  the  most 
valuable  coin  she  had  in  the  house  into  the  box 
for  offerings  to  our  Lady.  "But,  Lord,"  said 
Jeanne,  "  I  am  so  much  in  debt." 

Our  Lord  replied  that  Mademoiselle  Deslordes 
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would  pay  all  her  debts.  Jeanne  immediately 
put  in  the  money,  and  went  away  in  faith.  A 
few  days  afterwards,  she  met  Mademoiselle  Des- 
lordes.  Jeanne  said,  smiling, 

"  Has  the  good  God  said  anything  to  you  T 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mademoiselle  Deslordes ;  "  He 
has  told  me  I  must  pay  your  debts,  and  I  am 
going  to  do  it." 

There  was  nothing  for  which  Jeanne  had  so 
great  a  repugnance  as  to  ask  people  directly  for 
money ;  and  again  and  again  the  Master,  who 
was  training  her  soul  to  perfection,  obliged  her 
to  do  it.  To  go  and  ask  one  lady  for  a  large 
alms ;  to  write  to  a  priest  at  a  distance,  to  tell 
him  she  wanted  beds ;  to  tell  another  person 
that  gratitude  for  divine  favours  ought  to  oblige 
her  to  help  the  Providence — these  were  some  of 
the  humiliations  to  which  the  once  independent 
Jeanne  had  to  submit. 

Another  time  it  was  made  known  'to  her  that, 
like  the  holy  patriarch  Job,  Satan  had  demanded 
the  special  trial  of  her  faith.  All  light,  all  suc 
cour,  were  to  be  withdrawn ;  and  then,  said  the 
Evil  One,  "we  shall  see  what  becomes  of  her 
faith  and  fidelity."  And  for  months  she  was 
in  this  state,  plunged  into  interior  darkness; 
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while  alms  seemed  dried  up,  and  creditors  cruel 
and  pressing.  So  great  was  the  suffering  that 
Sister  Marie,  who  was  in  her  confidence,  begged 
her  to  pray  for  its  ending. 

"  No,"  she  replied  ;  "  God  sees  and  knows  all. 
He  will  help  us  in  His  own  good  time.  He  is  a 
good  Father,  and  will  never  forsake  His  children. 
Let  us  only  remain  faithful  and  trustful  in  the 
darkness." 


CHAPTER  IX. 

SISTER  MARIE. 

As  time  progressed,  Jeanne's  love  for  austeri 
ties  increased ;  her  fasts  became  longer  and  more 
severe.  The  one  meal  a  day  came  to  consist 
simply  of  bread  and  water,  in  small  quantities. 
In  January  1709,  she  believed  that  our  Lord 
desired  her  to  fast  forty  hours  at  a  time,  in 
memory  of  His  fast  of  forty  days.  When  she 
asked  permission  for  this  penance  from  Father 
Genneteau,  he  reproved  her  sharply,  and,  to  test 
her  humility,  ordered  her  to  take  three  good  meals 
every  day,  to  eat  meat  and  fresh  bread,  and  to 
sleep  on  a  bed  at  night. 
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Jeanne  obeyed  for  a  fortnight,  at  the  end  of 
which  she  became  seriously  ill.  The  confessor 
withdrew  his  order,  and  she  recovered.  A  second 
request  for  the  fast  of  forty  hours  met  v/ith  a 
second  refusal;  at  the  third  demand,  the  father 
said, 

"  Tell  our  Lord,  if  He  wishes  this  from  you, 
to  inspire  me  to  give  you  leave." 

Jeanne  immediately  obeyed,  and  before  long 
Father  Genneteau  said  to  her, 

"May  God's  will  be  ever  done!  I  permit  your 
fast  of  forty  hours." 

Soon  afterwards,  she  began,  with  her  con 
fessor's  permission,  to  eat  only  on  Sundays, 
Tuesdays,  and  Thursdays.  This  austerity  she 
practised  for  an  entire  year,  and  afterwards  very 
frequently.  And,  at  the  same  time,  she  had 
strength  for  a  most  active  life,  taking  upon  her 
self  also  the  hardest  charges,  and  nursing  the 
sick  nearly  the  entire  night.  When  the  Sisters 
rose  in  the  morning,  they  found  the  house  swept, 
and  the  wards  clean  and  sweet.  It  was  always 
she  who  called  the  community,  and  she  made 
her  meditation  with  them.  Her  life  was,  indeed, 
a  living  miracle.  Like  St.  Francis,  her  habit 
was  made  up  of  patches ;  her  coif  matched  it 
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well;  her  wooden  shoes  were  the  rudest  kind 
made.  Yet  all  these  hard  penances,  all  this  mar 
vellous  life,  would  have  in  themselves  been  no 
sure  sign  of  her  sanctity. 

We  have  now  to  see  that  her  interior  mortifi 
cation  was  equally  brave,  equally  sustained.  She 
had  well  recognised  her  own  pride,  and  she 
earnestly  desired  to  root  it  up,  and  to  become 
like  Him  who  is  meek  and  humble  of  heart.  She 
had  ruled  in  her  youth  from  love  of  dominion  ; 
she  ruled  her  community  by  the  will  of  God.  But 
she  thirsted  to  practise  that  obedience  which  is 
the  sure  safeguard  of  humility.  By  her  own  wish 
Sister  Marie,  the  assistant,  received  full  authority 
over  her  as  regarded  her  private  conduct.  To 
this  Father  Genneteau  very  readily  agreed;  for 
the  fear  that  spiritual  pride  might  spoil  her  noble 
soul  seems  always  to  have  haunted  him. 

Sister  Marie  undertook  her  new  task  very 
unwillingly ;  but  our  Lord  made  known  to  her 
that  the  proceeding  was  pleasing  to  Him.  He 
showed  her  a  cross,  on  which  was  a  chalice, 
covered  with  a  blood-stained  veil,  and  a  dove, 
also  with  crimson  stains,  lay  on  the  cross.  A 
voice  said,  "  Behold  on  this  cross  the  victim  who 
has  immolated  her  liberty  to  Me." 
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"Well,  Sister,"  said  Father  Genneteau,  when 
he  came  in  and  found  the  Mother  and  her  assist 
ant  together,  "  how  is  your  novice  getting  on  f ' 

"  She  has  nothing  to  tell  you,  father,"  said 
Jeanne  ;  "  she  has  not  tried  me  a  bit." 

"  Sister,"  said  the  father  gravely,  "  this  must 
not  be ;  your  duty  must  be  done."  Then  turning 
to  Jeanne,  he  continued,  "  My  child,  I  want  you 
to  alter  your  way  of  life.  Take  your  meals  with 
the  community  and  as  they  do,  except  that  you 
need  not  eat  meat  or  butter ;  to-morrow,  the 
vigil  of  St.  Matthew,  is  a  fast  day,  but  eat  as 
the  rest  do.  Then  give  a  conference  to  the 
Sisters,  and  tell  them  that  this  is  to  be  the  way 
you  will  live  for  the  future." 

Great  was  the  astonishment  of  the  commu 
nity  when  Jeanne  appeared  next  day  at  dinner 
and  collation,  and  after  collation  she  gave  a  con 
ference.  She  began  by  telling  the  Sisters  of 
two  Saints  who  agreed  to  mortify  each  other : 
the  first  asked  the  second  to  tread  on  his  pros 
trate  body — putting  one  foot  on  his  neck,  the 
other  on  his  mouth ;  the  second  asked  the  first 
to  reprove  him  sharply  for  his  faults  whenever 
they  met.  Then  she  continued : 

"  Sisters,  this  example  confirms  the  desire  I 
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have  had  for  a  long  time  to  live  under  obedi 
ence.  I  know  how  useful  and  meritorious  it  is, 
so  I  have  determined  to  choose  one  of  you  as  my 
Superior,  and  to  obey  her  in  all  things.  She  will 
reprove  me  in  public  or  private,  as  seems  good  to 
her.  She  will  be  quite  free  to  do  so.  I  am 
speaking  seriously  from  my  heart's  depths. 
There  will  be  no  pretence  about  this.  I  will 
submit  entirely  to  obedience.  I  will  eat  and 
drink  with  you  twice  a  day,  be  served  as  you 
are  served,  notwithstanding  the  vows  I  have 
made,  and  which  I  should  joy  to  keep.  Our 
director  wishes  me  to  eat  twice  a  day.  It  shall 
be  done.  The  Superior  whom  I  have  chosen  and 
for  whom  I  have  long  prayed  will  watch  well 
over  me.  I  have  chosen  Sister  Marie :  she  is 
most  with  me,  and  therefore  best  able  to  see  my 
faults.  I  know  it  is  a  great  trial  to  her,  but  so 
it  must  be ;  and  I  shall  choose  you  each  in  turn 
for  this  service,  and  then  I  shall  see  which  of 
you  loves  me  best  and  loves  our  good  God  the 
best." 

This  arrangement  put  the  devil  very  much 
on  the  alert.  Jeanne  complained  to  her  new 
Superior  that  she  was  now  so  tormented  with 
hunger,  that  she  was  enchanted  when  meal-time 


60  A  Marvellous  History. 

came.  So  Sister  Marie  often  sent  her  to  read 
in  the  refectory  or  have  her  meal  postponed  in 
some  way  or  other.  Then  came  criticism  among 
the  Sisters.  "  0,  Mother  is  going,  after  all,  to  live 
like  the  rest :  whoever  would  have  thought  it  1 
She  has  soon  got  tired  of  penance." 

After  this  followed  a  flood  of  interior  desola 
tion  and  darkness  upon  the  soul  of  Jeanne. 
She  was  overwhelmed  with  the  thought  of  her 
sins  and  defects,  unable  to  raise  her  thoughts 
to  the  rewards  of  Heaven.  But  she  persevered, 
and  after  her  obedience  had  been  well  tried  she 
was  allowed  to  resume  her  fasts  and  penances. 
Frequent  Communion  was  the  greatest  delight 
and  consolation  of  Jeanne's  heart.  Father  Gen- 
neteau  had  allowed  her  from  her  first  conver 
sion  to  go  to  Communion  daily  ;  but  he  often 
imposed  severe  mortifications  on  her,  by  depriv 
ing  her  of  this  boon.  One  Lent  in  particular, 
she  was  allowed  to  communicate  on  Sundays  only. 
She  felt  the  privation  keenly,  but  her  spirit  of 
submission  was  perfect. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

A  RETREAT. 

AT  the  time  in  which  Jeanne  lived,  annual 
retreats  were  by  no  means  the  established  usage 
in  religious  communities  that  they  now  are. 
Individual  Sisters  occasionally  made  a  retreat. 
It  is  therefore  not  astonishing  to  find  that 
twenty-two  years  had  passed  away,  since  the 
eventful  Pentecost  which  changed  the  avaricious 
woman  into  the  servant  of  the  poor,  ere  Jeanne 
made  use  of  this  means  of  grace.  We  may  con 
jecture  also  that  she  had  often  importuned  Father 
Genneteau  to  allow  her  to  make  one ;  for  in 
granting  it  he  treated  her  with  great  rigour, 
saying  she  was  not  to  communicate  during  the 
whole  retreat.  However,  he  seems  to  have 
allowed  one  Communion  at  least. 

Jeanne  entered  upon  her  retreat  with  extra 
ordinary  compunction  of  heart ;  her  great  desire 
was  "  to  sound  the  depths  of  her  heart,"  to  see 
herself  as  she  really  was  in  the  sight  of  God. 
God  gave  her  many  graces  during  this  retreat, 
and  made  her  understand  that  she  had  yet  many 
things  to  suffer  for  Him  ere  her  course  was  done. 
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He  gave  her  also  great  light  concerning  the 
community.  He  allowed  her  to  see  the  inmost 
souls  of  her  children ;  and  when,  in  some  cases, 
she  beheld  that  there  was  much  to  blame,  much 
to  correct,  that  canker-worms  were  secretly  eat 
ing  the  fair  flowers,  her  agony  was  such  that 
she  became  insensible.  He  showed  her  one  heart, 
under  the  form  of  a  rock,  which  could  not  be 
broken. 

"  0  my  Lord,"  said  the  poor  Mother,  "  do  Thou 
soften  that  heart." 

"  Alas,"  said  the  Lord,  "  I  have  laboured  to 
gain  her,  but  she  is  still  hardened." 

"  Have  pity,  Lord,"  pleaded  the  Mother ;  "  let 
me  be  the  victim  for  her." 

The  soul  of  one  of  her  novices  was  revealed  to 
her  under  the  form  of  a  dying  person,  to  signify 
the  extreme  weakness  of  this  poor  child  in  the 
spiritual  life. 

A  postulant  had  lately  been  received,  of  whom 
all  had  a  high  opinion,  who  seemed  a  model  of 
virtue,  and  who  was  allowed  to  communicate 
very  frequently.  It  was  shown  to  the  Mother 
that  this  girl  was  deluded  by  the  spirit  of  pride. 
Humiliations  and  penances  only  increased  her 
secret  good  opinion  of  herself.  She  thought  she 
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was  united  to  God,  when  she  was  far  from  Him ; 
and  Jeanne  saw  that  if  she  were  ever  to  be 
admitted  to  profession,  she  would  soon  be  saying 
that  she  was  not  suited  for  an  active  life,  but  only 
for  one  of  prayer  and  contemplation.  The  future 
proved  the  reality  of  this  light.  When  this  young 
person  was  told  to  communicate  less  frequently, 
she  declined  to  obey,  and  gave  up  her  voca 
tion. 

The  whole  tenor  of  the  divine  teaching  given 
to  Jeanne  in  this  retreat  turned  on  the  danger  of 
delusions  springing  from  pride  in  the  spiritual 
life.  As  for  herself,  our  Lord  humbled  her  to  the 
dust ;  it  seemed  to  her  that  her  sins  were  more 
numerous  than  "  grains  of  sand  on  the  sea-shore," 
that  even  one  was  "  larger  than  a  large  town." 
She  shed  floods  of  bitter  tears  at  the  feet  of  her 
Lord. 

"  She  passed  most  of  this  retreat,"  writes 
Sister  Marie,  "  bathed  in  tears,  and  buried,  as  it 
were,  in  self-contempt."  And  the  Sister  goes  on 
to  remark  :  "  During  the  thirty  years  that  I  lived 
in  close  intimacy  with  her,  I  always  saw  that 
divine  light  and  favours  led  her  to  greater 
humility  and  self-contempt." 

During  this    retreat  she  received  the  gift  of 
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tears,  which  she  never  afterwards  lost.  And  we 
cease,  therefore,  to  wonder  at  the  graces  God 
lavished  on  her :  how  she  felt  the  sensible  pre 
sence  of  our  Lady ;  how  she  saw  her,  as  she  was 
on  the  day  of  Pentecost,  consumed  with  divine 
love ;  how  she  understood  how  part  of  that 
divine  love  enters  the  hearts  of  those  who  truly 
love  our  Lady ;  how  one  day  she  saw  her  own 
heart  drawn  towards  the  immaculate  and  burning 
heart  of  Mary  and  touched  by  it ;  and  this  vision 
excited  in  the  heart  of  Jeanne  a  transport  of  love, 
and  specially  the  love  of  the  Cross. 

And  in  these  days  of  solitude  God  showed 
her  something  of  the  future.  He  made  known 
to  her  that  the  work  of  the  Providence  should 
prosper,  but  that  she  would  not  live  to  see  its 
full  development.  When  she  told  Sister  Marie  of 
this  revelation,  the  poor  Sister  cried, 

"  0  Mother,  are  you  going  to  die  soon  ?" 
"  I  don't  think  it  will  be  very  soon,"  replied 
Jeanne.  "  When  we  shall  see  the  house  begin  to 
flourish — really  making  great  progress — the  end 
of  my  life  will  be  near.  Father  Genneteau  will 
live  to  a  greater  age  than  I  shall,  and  he  will 
not  see  as  much  progress :  he  will  see  the  buds, 
but  not  the  flowers." 
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All  these  predictions  were  literally  fulfilled. 

It  is  consoling  to  know  that  the  fruit  of  this 
retreat  was  not  only  the  increase  of  the  Mother's 
sanctity,  but  that  of  the  children.  The  Sisters 
who  had  been  faulty  or  imperfect  made  a  fresh 
start,  and  a  spirit  of  humility  and  charity  grew 
apace  in  the  community. 

Jeanne  did  not  fail  to  give  her  Sisters  deep 
interior  teaching.  She  was  endowed  with  much 
natural  eloquence,  clearness  of  thought,  and 
retentive  memory.  Such  store  was  set  by  the 
Sisters  on  her  conferences  that  they  took  notes  of 
them,  and  of  these  notes  some  fragments  remain. 
They  show  forth  clearly  the  spirit  with  which 
this  servant  of  God  was  filled,  and  with  what 
"strong  meat"  she  endeavoured  to  feed  her 
children. 

She  was  also  wonderfully  aided  in  the  forma 
tion  of  the  community  by  Father  Genneteau, 
whose  sanctity  increased  with  his  experience,  and 
who  for  twenty-five  years  was  the  devoted  spiritual 
father  of  the  community. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

MAUNDY  THURSDAY. 

IT  would  seem  to  us  that  continual  fasting  on 
bread  and  water,  two  hours'  sleep  in  a  wooden 
chair,  continued  labour  and  anxiety,  unkind  judg 
ments  and  calumnies,  would  have  satisfied  even 
Jeanne's  love  of  penance.  No,  it  was  not  enough. 
She  said  she  had  done  nothing,  she  had  not  suf 
ficient  courage  to  do  penance.  She  asked  God  to 
send  her  suffering. 

Her  prayer  was  heard.  The  strong  vigorous 
health  gave  way,  and  one  pain  after  another 
racked  her  frame.  She  suffered  dreadfully  with 
ear  and  tooth  ache,  and  she  happened  by  accident 
to  scald  her  mouth  with  boiling  water.  She  bore 
all  these  pains  with  joy  and  content.  It  was, 
indeed,  only  a  prelude  to  what  was  coming.  Our 
Lord  had  destined  her  to  be  among  the  number 
of  those  chosen  souls  whom  He  in  a  special  way 
calls  to  understand  the  mysteries  of  His  Passion. 

On  one  Maundy  Thursday,  as  usual,  Jeanne 
washed  the  feet  of  her  Sisters,  gave  them  a  con 
ference,  then  went  to  Mass  at  the  church  of  our 
Lady.  There  she  was  permitted  to  feel  in  her 
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body  an  agony  as  if  she  were  scourged.  Sister 
Marie  saw  the  frightful  change  in  her  features, 
as  of  one  in  mortal  pain.  Jeanne  said  to  our 
Lord, 

"I  can  bear  no  more,  I  cannot  endure  these 
blows  ;  let  me  go." 

But  then  she  felt  she  was  bound  with  chains 
and  could  not  move,  and  this  lasted  til]  the  end 
of  the  High  Mass. 

When  she  reached  the  Providence  she  was  so 
exhausted  she  did  not  resist  the  Sisters  who  put 
her  to  bed.  But  bed  was  not  a  place  of  rest. 
Her  body  was  convulsed  by  awful  suffering,  yet 
her  soul  was  full  of  heavenly  consolations. 

"0  my  Spouse,"  she  cried,  "I  hold  Thee,  I 
will  not  let  Thee  go !  0,  how  sweet  it  is  to  be 
with  Thee,  my  Spouse,  my  Love,  my  all  I  Truly 
can  I  say  Thou  art  my  all ;  creatures  are  nothing 
to  me.  In  Thee,  0  my  Love,  I  find  all  that  my 
soul  can  desire.  Yes,  yes,  it  is  in  Thee  alone 
that  I  desire  to  dwell  in  time  and  eternity." 

It  seemed  to  her  as  if  she  were  lying  on  the 
Cross  of  Jesus,  and  pressed  so  closely  to  it  that 
the  marks  of  the  nails  and  the  lance  were  im 
printed  on  her.  From  that  time  she  constantly 
suffered  the  pains  of  these  hidden  wounds,  but  it 
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was  not  our  Lord's  will  there  should  be  any  out 
ward  token  of  them. 

Jeanne  did  not  leave  her  bed  till  Easter.  Six 
times  afterwards  in  her  life  this  mysterious  cruci 
fixion  was  renewed.  During  the  second,  these 
words  of  burning  love  were  poured  forth  : 

"0  my  Sisters,  love  God,  love  God;  fear 
nothing,  God  dwells  in  this  house.  Let'  there  be 
no  more  sin,  nothing  but  love.  Do  not  speak  of 
vows  that  oblige  us  to  love ;  it  is  too  little.  0 
Sisters,  love  Him  who  is  our  Love.  0  my  Love, 
shed  Thy  graces  into  the  hearts  of  my  daughters, 
who  are  here  for  love  of  Thee.  Sisters,  do  not 
fear  to  do  great  things  in  this  house ;  learn  to 
walk  by  the  way  of  love.  Charity  and  humility 
are  the  steps  that  lead  to  it :  study  these  great 
virtues.  The  more  humble  and  self-forgetting  is 
the  soul,  the  more  she  merits  to  possess  that  divine 
love." 

The  Sisters  asked  her  if  they  would  all  attain 
to  this  state  of  loving  union  with  God. 

"  Some  will,"  she  replied,  "  but  not  all." 

"What  must  we  do  to  attain  it?"  they 
asked. 

"Be  humble,"  said  the  Mother;  "only  the 
humble  shall  ever  know  it;  and  when  we  know  it, 
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we  shall  be  lost  in  God,  able  to  enjoy  naught  but 
God  and  His  love." 


CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  JESUIT   FATHER. 

WE  have  already  seen  that  Father  Genneteau 
lived  in  continual  apprehension  lest  spiritual  pride, 
so  subtle  in  its  operations,  should  spoil  the  beauti 
ful  soul,  richly  endowed  with  gifts  from  on  high, 
committed  to  his  charge.  His  one  aim  with 
Jeanne  was  to  keep  her  humble,  and  as  she 
advanced  in  virtue,  so  did  he  try  her  more  and 
more.  When  she  asked  advice,  he  refused  to 
listen.  When  she  wished  to  tell  him  her  troubles, 
he  said  he  was  too  busy.  He  was  always  ready 
to  give  time  to  the  Sisters ;  he  had  none  for  the 
Superior.  If  any  one  in  the  house  were  in  a  bad 
humour  and  complained  of  her,  Father  Genneteau 
always  took  part  against  her.  When  things  went 
wrong,  he  laid  the  blame  on  her.  When  they 
went  right,  some  one  else  had  the  praise.  He 
often  blamed  her  unjustly;  in  fact,  he  turned 
everything  into  an  instrument  for  her  humiliation. 

"  Our    Mother,"    writes    Sister    Marie,    "  was 
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always  very  simple  in  her  ways.  Sometimes  she 
had  to  call  on  people  of  consequence.  She  went 
out  in  her  wooden  shoes,  kitchen  apron,  and 
patched  coif.  I  generally  had  to  go  with  her,  and 
I  said, 

'Dear  Mother,  don't  go  out  like  this.  These 
people  will  not  think  we  show  them  respect;  they 
will  imagine  we  despise  them,  and  will  complain 
of  us.' 

"  But  it  was  all  in  vain ;  human  respect  had 
no  power  over  her. 

"  One  day  we  had  to  call  on  Father  Genneteau. 

'  Father,'  said  I,  '  I  have  a  great  complaint  to 
make  against  our  Mother :  it  is  about  her  dress 
when  she  goes  out  to  make  visits.  Father,  do 
please  look  at  her — look  at  her  shoes,  her  kitchen 
apron,  and  her  coif;  and  we  have  just  come 
from  M.  le  Cure.  Kow  won't  he  think  we  despise 
him'?  He  has  only  just  arrived,  he  does  not  know 
us  yet,  and  he  will  have  a  bad  opinion  of  us. 
Father,  do,  I  beg  of  you,  forbid  Mother  from  go 
ing  out  like  this.  It  is  really  too  bad.' 

"Father  Genneteau  chose  to  forget  that  he 
had  long  since  given  leave  for  this  costume,  and 
he  began. 

'  It  is  all  done  out  of  vanity,'  said  he  to  Jeanne; 
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1  you  want  to  show  off  your  spirit  of  poverty.  I 
tell  you  it  is  nothing  but  pride  and  hypocrisy, 
and  you  do  it  all  out  of  your  own  head,  and  never 
consult  me.' 

'  0  Father,  I  am  very  sorry,'  said  Jeanne :  *  I 
did  not  mean  to  be  self-willed.  If  you  forbid  me 
to  do  so  in  future,  you  shall  be  obeyed.' 

*  I  shall  not  forbid  you,'  he  replied ;  '  it  ought 
to  be  sufficient  for  you  to  know  my  mind.' 

"  So  we  went  away  without  having  obtained 
the  order  I  wanted,"  continues  Sister  Marie."  And 
no  sooner  did  Jeanne  reach  home  than  she 
reproached  herself  bitterly  for  having  reasoned 
with  her  director. 

Never  did  she  receive  a  divine  inspiration 
without  laying  it  before  her  spiritual  father.  If 
he  bade  her  riot  to  follow  it,  he  was  obeyed.  She 
often  used  the  words  of  St.  Teresa:  "I  can  be 
deceived  as  regards  inspirations :  I  cannot  be 
deceived  in  obedience."  * 

Father  Genneteau  was  continually  expressing 
doubt  as  to  the  reality  of  the  favours  she  received 
from  God.  He  was  most  willing  that  she  should 
consult  other  priests,  and  specially  if  he  heard  or 
knew  of  any  who  disapproved  of  her  way  of  life. 

Of  course  she  was  talked  about,  and  as  now 
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people  had  left  off  finding  fault  with  her  good 
works,  the  Providence  being  an  accomplished 
fact,  and  the  community  sanctioned  by  the  Bishop, 
their  criticisms  were  directed  to  Jeanne's  own 
conduct,  her  austerities,  and  her  "  visions." 

Some  pious  ladies  were  under  the  direction 
of  Father  Gregory,  a  Capuchin  who  lived  in  a 
neighbouring  town,  and  was  highly  esteemed  for 
his  wisdom.  They  wrote  to  consult  him  about 
their  friendship  for  Jeanne ;  he  replied, 

"  That  Mother  de  la  Noue  is  a  visionary — there 
is  nothing  good  about  her.  She  is  led  .  by  the 
spirit  of  pride,  and  her  work  can't  last  long. 
And  I  don't  want  you  to  have  anything  to  do 
with  her.  It  will  do  you  harm.  Read  this  letter 
to  her,  and  tell  me  how  she  acts." 

Off  went  the  ladies,  highly  pleased  with  their 
commission,  to  the  Providence ;  the  letter  was 
read  to  Jeanne.  She  was  quite  unmoved. 

"  0,"  she  said,  at  the  end,  "  how  true  all  this 
is !  If  I  saw  any  one  else  go  on  as  I  do,  I  should 
say  the  same  things  of  her.  I  wish  with  all  my 
heart  I  was  sure  whether  I  am  right  or  not." 

Father  Gregory  was  so  struck  with  this 
answer  that  he  changed  his  mind.  But  people 
who  looked  after  the  business  of  others  instead  of 
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their  own  were  as  numerous  in  Saumur  in  the 
eighteenth  century  as  in  our  own  days. 

A  letter  arrived  one  day ;  its  contents  were  as 
follows : 

"  My  dear  Sister, — I  am  grieved  to  have  to 
tell  you  that  a  gentleman,  a  mutual  friend,  has 
consulted  at  least  twelve  enlightened  casuists 
with  much  experience  in  the  extraordinary  ways 
of  spirituality.  They  all  declare  they  never 
heard  of  anything  like  the  things  that  happen  to 
you,  and  they  unite  in  believing  that  you  are 
wrong,  that  you  will  be  lost — or,  at  least,  you 
are  in  great  danger  of  such  a  fate  ;  that  it  is  clear 
you  are  acting  from  love  of  notoriety ;  that  it  is 
by  evil  inspiration  you  have  undertaken  your 
good  works ;  they  will  all  end  in  smoke,  and  you 
will  be  like  a  broken  vessel  that  can  hold  nothing ; 
and  if  you  do  not  take  heed  and  change  your 
behaviour,  they  see  in  you  every  mark  of  reproba 
tion.  I  beg  of  you,"  added  the  kind  writer  of  the 
letter,  "  to  reflect  well  on  what  I  have  written." 

Jeanne  had  too  much  good  sense,  and  was 
too  much  on  her  guard  against  Jansenism,  to 
be  really  disturbed  by  this  impertinence ;  but 
her  humility  was  always  on  the  alert. 
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It  was  now  many  years  since  Father  de 
Montfort  had  set  her  mind  at  rest,  She  felt 
the  need  of  further  direction,  since  Father  Gen- 
neteau  himself  was  full  of  doubts  and  fears  about 
her ;  she  determined  to  consult  a  Jesuit  Father. 

There  seems  to  have  been  no  house  of  the 
Society  nearer  than  Poitiers,  or  at  any  rate,  it 
was  thither  Jeanne  determined  to  go. 

We  may  conjecture  that  she  would  be  received 
as  a  welcome  guest  in  the  hospital  of  Poitiers 
by  Sister  Marie  Louise  of  Jesus,  the  foundress 
of  the  Daughters  of  Wisdom,  who  was  then  at 
its  head.  These  souls  must  have  understood 
and  consoled  each  other.  In  some  respects, 
blind  faith  had  been  more  required  from  Sister 
Marie  Louise  than  from  Jeanne.  The  first  band 
of  Father  de  Montfort's  Sisters  had  fallen  to 
pieces ;  the  foundress  had,  after  nearly  ten  years' 
waiting,  only  one  companion — "  Sister  of  the 
Conception."  Most  probably,  by  means  of 
Sister  Marie  Louise,  Jeanne  found  the  Jesuit 
Father,  remarkable  for  his  wisdom  and  experi 
ence,  to  whom  she  applied. 

She  related  her  history  to  him,  and  laid  open 
her  whole  soul.  He  examined  her  carefully,  and 
ended  by  assuring  her  she  was  guided  by  the 
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"  good  spirit."  She  returned  home  consoled 
and  strengthened ;  and  it  would  seem  that  from 
henceforth  she  had  recourse  to  this  father  in 
times  of  peculiar  difficulty,  and  in  consequence 
her  soul  was  at  rest,  and  she  went  on  her  way 
in  interior  peace. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

A  STRANGE  VOCATION. 

IT  was  a  great  trial  for  Jeanne  when  the 
Cure  M.  Bachellerie  died,  and  a  M.  Lebrun  of 
the  Oratoire  was  nominated  in  his  stead.  She 
soon  found  she  had  in  the  new  Cure  a  bitter 
enemy.  There  was  a  strong  party  against  her 
in  the  town,  and  the  Cure  was  at  its  head. 

A  young  lady  entered  the  Providence,  and 
took  the  name  of  Sister  Ambrose  of  Calvary. 
Now,  she  happened  to  have  left  behind  her  a 
very  particular  friend,  whom  we  will  call  Miss  A. 
This  lady  was  one  of  several  sisters  whose 
parents  were  dead.  The  two  friends  had,  after 
the  fashion  of  young  ladies,  discussed  the 
subject  of  vocation,  and  neither  had  bestowed 
so  much  as  a  thought  on  the  despised  Providence. 
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When  Miss  A.,  therefore,  found  her  friend  had 
entered  the  house,  she  was  terribly  vexed,  and 
announced  to  her  sisters  her  intention  of  per 
suading  her  to  retract  so  rash  a  step. 

So  one  day  she  set  out  for  the  Providence. 
She  was  shown  into  the  parlour,  and  joined  by 
the  novice.  While  they  talked  in  one  corner, 
Jeanne  and  a  lady  were  conversing  in  another. 
For  a  short  time  both  parties  spoke  in  low  tones. 

"What  induced  you  to  come  here?"  said 
Miss  A. 

"  Our  Mother  told  me  I  was  called,"  replied 
the  novice. 

Miss  A.'s  indignation  broke  out,  and  she  was 
delighted  to  be  able  to  make  Jeanne  overhear 
her  words. 

"  Is  it  possible,"  she  exclaimed,  in  a  loud 
scornful  tone,  "  that  you  were  so  silly  as  to  rely 
on  what  a  woman  said  to  you?  When  I  had 
to  decide  on  my  vocation,  I  consulted  MM.  de 
1'Oratoire." 

While  she  spoke  Jeanne  prayed. 

"  Mademoiselle,"  she  said,  "  would  you  listen 
to  me  for  a  moment  ?" 

"What  do  you  want  to  say?"  returned  Miss 
A.  angrily ;  "  J  shall  not  believe  a  single  word." 
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"  Will  you  promise  me  not  to  repeat  it  f 

"Most  certainly  I  will  not,"  said  Miss  A.; 
"  on  the  contrary,  I  shall  repeat  it." 

"  Tell  your  confessor,  if  you  like,"  continued 
the  Mother,  "  but  not  your  sisters,  for  they  would 
not  understand." 

"  Say  what  you  like,"  said  Miss  A.  crossly. 

"Mademoiselle,"  said  Jeanne,  "God  wishes 
you  to  enter  this  house,  and  you  must  enter  in 
utter  poverty ;  not  even  two  handkerchiefs  must 
you  bring ;  and  if  your  prayer-book  is  a  hand 
some  one,  give  it  to  your  sisters.  If  your  sisters 
come  to  ask  you  what  you  want,  you  must 
answer,  'Nothing  but  obedience.'  Yes,  this  is 
what  God  wants  you  to  do :  here  is  the  place 
to  which  He  has  called  you ;  here  is  your  true 
vocation.  If  you  resist  this  call  from  God,  you 
will  be  like  Pharao,  and,  like  him,  you  will  be 
punished.  Be  on  your  guard ;  you  have  already 
resisted  many  calls  from  God — take  care  lest 
this  be  the  last." 

Miss  A.  listened,  and  just  as,  at  the  words  of 
Frances  Souchet,  a  marvellous  change  had  been 
wrought  in  Jeanne's  own  heart,  so  a  similar  change 
took  place  in  the  soul  of  this  young  lady.  Anger, 
pride,  prejudice,  vanished ;  all  that  had  been  her 
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abhorrence  now  seemed  sweet.     She  took  off  her 
fine  bonnet. 

"  Thanks  be  to  God,"  she  said.  "When 
ought  I  to  enter  1" 

"This  moment,"  replied  Jeanne. 
"  Very  well,"  replied  Miss  A. ;  "  it  is  done — 
I  will  not  leave  the  house.  As  our  Lord  wants 
me  here,  I  will  stay ;  it  certainly  was  not  my 
own  will,  nor  did  I  feel  the  slightest  inclina 
tion." 

Jeanne  now  led  the  new  postulant  to  the  foot 
of  our  Lady's  statue,  and  when  they  returned  she 
set  before  her,  in  the  plainest  colours,  the  hard 
ships  of  the  life  on  which  she  was  about  to  enter. 
The  postulant  was  terrified,  but  yet  remained 
firm  in  her  resolution. 

While  this  conversation  was  going  on,  the 
door  burst  open,  and  one  of  Miss  A.'s  sisters 
(whom  we  will  call  Miss  B.)  entered  in  great 
anger. 

"  WThat  are  you  doing  here?"  she  exclaimed. 

"  I  am  going  to  stay  a  week  here,"  replied 
Miss  A. 

"  No  such  thing !"  said  her  sister.  "  Did  you 
not  tell  us  this  very  morning  you  had  no  religious 
vocation  ?  Have  you  not  always  held  this  house 
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in  abhorrence  ?    And  now  you  have  changed  all 
in  a  minute,  without  taking  any  one's  advice !" 

"  I  am  only  going  to  make  a  trial,"  replied 
Miss  A.  "  I  tell  you  I  shall  stay  a  week ;  and  if 
I  see  God  does  not  call  me  here,  I  shall  leave." 

"No,"  cried  her  sister;  "you  will  come  away 
with  me,  arid  if  God  calls  you  here,  you  can 
return." 

"  It  is  useless  to  talk  to  me,"  said  Miss  A. ; 
"nothing  shall  induce  me  to  leave." 

Miss  B.  now  completely  lost  her  temper. 

"You  shall  come  with  me,"  she  shouted, 
"  whether  you  like  it  or  not !  You  left  our  house 
with  no  intention  of  remaining  here.  You  are 
influenced  by  the  words  of  a  woman.  It  shall 
not  be ;  you  shall  come  away  and  ask  advice. 
You  are  a  perfect  weathercock.  Come  along 
with  me  to  M.  le  Cure  and  tke  Superior  of  the 
Oratoire ;  we  shall  see  what  they  will  say." 

"I  do  not  want  to  consult  any  one.  I  am 
going  to  make  a  trial  here,  and  you  are  only 
wasting  your  time  in  trying  to  persuade  me." 

"  Well  done,  my  child,"  said  Jeanne ;  "  hold 
fast  and  trample  human  reasoning  under  your 
feet." 

This  remark  sent  Miss  B.  into  a  perfect  fury. 
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"  Yon  are  a  sorceress  !"  she  screamed,  turning 
on  the  Mother.  "  You  have  bewitched  my  sister ; 
but  no  matter  how  many  evil  spirits  there  are 
here,  I  will  take  her  away— I  will  drag  her  out 
of  this  place ;"  and  so  saying,  she  seized  her 
sister. 

But  all  in  vain ;  she  could  not  move  her. 
Sister  Ambrose  began  to  remonstrate. 
"You  can't  really  love  your  sister," .she  said. 
"You    know   you    are   not   doing  right;  it  is   a 
shame  to  behave  like  this,  and  God  will  punish 
you  for  it." 

Her  words  were  but  fuel  to  the  flame:  with 
all  her  strength  Miss  B.  fell  on  her  sister,  and 
dragged  her  to  the  door. 

"What,  Miss  B. !"  said  Jeanne;  "will  you 
really  treat  your  sister  like  that  f 

"  Yes,"  cried  she ;  "  this  is  how  I  mean  to 
treat  her.  You  are  an  unworthy  creature,  and  no 
religious  ;  you  are  prompted  by  the  devil,  and 
your  ways  are  all  deceit;  you  are  under  a  delu 
sion;  you  are  dangerous,  and  you  shall  not 
wheedle  my  poor  sister  as  you  have  others.  She 
shall  not  stay  here." 

While  pouring  out  this  torrent,  she  was  all 
the  time  pushing  her  sister  to  the  head  of  the 


A  Strange  Vocation.  81 

staircase,  and  she  would  certainly  have  thrown 
her  down  the  whole  flight  had  not  a  party  of 
nuns  come  to  the  rescue. 

Miss  A.  remained  calm ;  when  allowed  to 
speak,  she  said, 

"  You  won't  make  me  angry,  dear  sister ;  but 
I  shall  not  yield.  I  am  sorry  to  see  you  in  such 
trouble." 

"  Explain  to  me,"  pursued  Miss  B.,  "  why  you 
have  taken  this  fancy  into  your  head.  You 
know  we  have  business  to  finish,  and  without 
you  we  can't  get  it  done.  If  your  vocation  is 
really  here,  you  can  come  back,  and  we  shall  not 
oppose  you ;  but  stay  now  you  shall  not — be 
certain  I  won't  go  away  without  you." 

The  nuns  now  began  to  persuade  her  to  go 
before  the  Blessed  Sacrament  and  pray  for  light, 
assuring  her  that  it  was  by  God's  inspiration  her 
sister  was  acting. 

"  No ;  it  is  the  devil  who  inspires  her," 
returned  Miss  B.  "  We  must  either  be  led  by 
God  or  the  devil,  and  I  maintain  it  is  the  devil." 

"  Then  you  really  suppose  we  are  all  be 
witched?"  said  a  nun. 

"  I  fear  you  are,"  replied  she  ;  and  then  turning 
to  her  sister,  she  exclaimed,  "My  own  dear  one, 
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do  listen  to  me.  Can  you  possibly  mind  what  this 
cracked  woman  says  ?  Believe  her  !  why,  you 
must  have  lost  your  senses !" 

"  No,  no,  dear,  I  have  not  lost  rny  senses ;  I 
am  doing  God's  will  ;  let  rne  alone." 

"  No,  I  will  not  leave  you  alone.  If  this  vi 
sionary  wants  me  to  believe  in  her,  she  must  work 
a  miracle.  You  say  God  tells  you  to  stay  here  : 
well,  He  tells  me  to  take  you  into  the  country 
for  a  week,  and  at  the  end  to  bring  you  back  if 
you  remain  in  the  same  mind.  My  request  is 
.a  just  one :  why  does  not  Madame  de  la  Noue 
grant  it  ?  A  week  is  not  long." 

"Miss  B.,"  said  Jeanne,  "I  do  not  refuse  you. 
Your  sister  is  perfectly  free  ;  I  do  not  prevent 
her  from  going  with  you." 

"Yes,  you  do;  she  is  not  free;  you  have 
influenced  her,  you  have  told  her  to  stay,  and  you 
want  to  draw  people  here  who  have  no  vocation." 
"  They  are  not  drawn  here  by  me,"  said  Jeanne, 
"  and  if  I  acted  from  human  motives,  I  should  not 
have  received  your  sister.  She  is  in  delicate 
health  :  what  could  induce  us  to  take  her  ?  Not 
her  fortune,  for  we  want  nothing  from  her.  Ask 
her  if  she  wants  anything,  and  she  will  tell  you 
she  does  not,  and  I  confirm  it.  Of  what  therefore 
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have  you  to  complain,  what  can  you  say  ?  If  she 
has  two  handkerchiefs  in  her  pocket,  she  must 
give  you  up  one;  and  if  her  prayer-book  is 
costly,  she  cannot  keep  it." 

The  postulant  took  out  her  prayer-book  and 
handed  it  to  her  sister,  whose  rage  redoubled  at 
the  sight. 

Sister  Marie  had  sent  off  for  Father  Genne- 
teau,  and  fortunately  he  now  made  his  appear 
ance.  He  calmed  Miss  B.  at  last,  and  induced  her 
to  return  home,  assuring  her  that  her  sister's 
vocation  should  be  well  examined. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE  JANSENIST  CURE. 

OF  course,  when  M.  le  Cure  heard  the  story  he 
was  furious,  arid  he  made  every  effort  to  induce 
the  young  lady  to  leave.  He  would  not  come  to 
the  Providence,  and  required  the  postulant  to 
present  herself  before  him. 

This  she  did,  accompanied  by  Sister  Ambrose. 
He  spoke  to  them  in  such  violent  language, 
denouncing  Jeanne  in  the  strongest  terms,  that 
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both  were  terrified,  yielded  to  his  influence,  and 
gave  up  their  vocation. 

To-day  there  is  no  trace  even  of  their  family 
names  ;  M.  Lebrun  is  only  known  as  a  Jansenist ; 
the  name  of  Jeanne  de  la  Noue  is  immortal. 

But  the  Cure  was  not  yet  contented.  He 
thought  he  now  had  an  excellent  opportunity  of 
laying  a  complaint  about  Jeanne  before  the  Bishop. 
He  wrote  to  his  lordship  that  Jeanne  set  herself 
up  as  a  prophetess;  that  she  decided  on  vocations 
as  if  she  had  direct  revelations  from  God ;  and 
that  she  got  money  out  of  people  by  pretending 
our  Lord  Himself  had  desired  her  to  come  and 
ask  for  it. 

Father  Genneteau  told  Jeanne  to  go  to  the 
Bishop  and  answer  these  charges. 

So  Jeanne,  accompanied  by  Sister  Marie,  set 
off  for  Angers.  The  Bishop  was  so  much  set 
against  her,  he  would  not  grant  an  audience,  but 
sent  one  of  his  clergy  to  her,  a  holy  and  expe 
rienced  man.  Jeanne  told  her  story  to  this 
priest  and  convinced  him  of  the  truth.  He  said 
to  her, 

"The  ways  of  God  are  little  understood  by 
men ;  do  not  be  dismayed  at  anything  they  say. 
It  is  not  your  fault  that  these  two  young  people 
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have  left  the  Providence,  and  their  departure  is 
by  no  means  a  proof  that  you  were  under  a  delu 
sion  when  you  said  that  God  had  called  them. 
As  to  asking  for  money  when  our  Lord  told  you, 
do  not  regret  having  done  so,  nor  be  troubled 
about  it;  and  if  the  same  thing  happens  again,  act 
in  the  same  way  and  go  on  begging.  I  will  tell 
his  lordship  all  about  the  affair :  it  will  be  all 
right ;  go  in  peace." 

And  then  the  good  priest  wrote  to  Father 
Genneteau,  begging  him  not  to  be  troubled ;  that 
there  was  nothing  to  fear  in  the  extraordinary  life 
of  Jeanne,  she  was  led  by  the  Spirit  of  God. 

"  So,"  adds  Sister  Marie,  "  we  carne  back  very 
well  pleased  with  our  journey." 

M.  Lebrun  was  by  no  means  pleased,  and  was 
on  the  alert  to  injure  the  Providence  in  any  way 
he  could.  He  tried  his  best  to  prevent  postulants 
from  entering,  and  once  he  actually  sent  for  Jeanne 
and  told  her  not  to  receive  a  certain  aspirant, 
threatening  her  with  an  appeal  to  the  Bishop  if 
she  disobeyed  him. 

Jeanne  did  not  yield.  Then  the  Cure  burst 
out  furiously : 

"  Now  mind,  I  am  not  going  to  have  one  parish 
inside  another ;  and  I  warn  you  that  if  your  Provi- 
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dence  goes  on  like  it  has  for  ten  years  longer,  I 
shall  bring  a  lawsuit  against  it,  and  tear  it  up  from 
the  roots." 

Jeanne  remained  perfectly  calm  during  this 
address,  and  then  she  said, 

"  Certainly,  M.  le  Cure,  if  the  good  God  wills 
you  should  destroy  the  Providence  you  can  do  so, 
and  I  shall  be  quite  contented." 

How  foolish  are  the  menaces  of  men !  Long 
ere  ten  years  had  passed,  M.  Lebrun  had  gone  to 
give  an  account  of  his  conduct  before  a  higher 
judge,  even  the  Judge  of  all  the  earth.  How 
ever,  while  he  lived  he  was  a  great  trial. 
Jeanne's  most  ardent  desire  was  to  have  the 
Blessed  Sacrament  in  the  chapel,  and  to  this  M. 
Lebrun  was  of  course  utterly  opposed,  and  the 
Bishop  would  not  give  permission  unless  the  Cure 
consented. 

Then  the  poor  Superior  humbly  asked  him  to 
bless  a  ciborium  which  would  be  used  in  giving 
Holy  Communion  to  the  sick.  M.  Lebrun  went 
into  another  rage  over  this. 

"  Here  is  a  proof  of  your  ambition,"  he  cried ; 
"  you  are  always  trying  to  get  one  thing  after 
another.  First  the  ciborium,  then  it  will  be  a 
tabernacle,  and  then  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  No 
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— you  shall  not  have  a  ciborium ;  I  will  oppose 
you  with  all  my  power.  If  you  go  to  the  Bishop, 
I  will  be  there  first ;  I  shall  be  listened  to  before 
you,  and  I  will  conquer  you.  This  is  the  way 
with  religious  communities :  they  are  like  spilt 
oil —  always  spreading."  . 

"What  you  say,  M.  le  Cure,  may  very 
likely  happen:  it  is  certain  you  will  be  listened 
to  rather  than  I ;  but  if  we  are  together  at  the 
Bishop's,  we  shall  see." 

Soon  afterwards  she  heard  that  the  Bishop 
had  come  to  Saumur,  and  was  staying  at  the 
Oratoire.  This  would  probably  have  discouraged 
a  woman  less  full  of  simple  faith  than  Jeanne. 
She  immediately  sought  an  audience,  and  the 
Bishop,  whose  mind  had  been  completely  changed 
towards  her  since  her  visit  to  Angers,  received 
her  kindly,  and  granted  her  request. 

"May  I  then,  my  lord,  send  the  ciborium  to 
Angers  to  be  blessed  ?" 

Before  the  Bishop  could  answer,  the  door 
opened,  and  who  should  enter  but  M.  Lebrun. 

"  M.  le  Cure,"  said  the  Bishop,  "  here  is  Sister 
de  la  None ;  she  has  asked  my  leave  to  have  a 
ciborium,  in  which  the  Blessed  Sacrament  can 
be  carried  to  the  sick  in  her  house  after  Mass. 
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I  have  granted  the  petition ;  you  will,  I  am  sure, 
bless  the  ciborium." 

"  Very  well,  my  lord,"  said  M.  le  Cure,  as 
stiffly  as  he  dared,  "  I  will  bless  it." 

"  0  my  lord,"  said  Jeanne,  "  will  you  not 
have  the  goodness  to  ask  M.  le  Cure  to  come  and 
see  the  Providence  ?  He  has  never  yet  been." 

"Certainly,"  said  his  lordship.  "My  deal- 
Cure,  go  and  see  the  Providence.  Let  it  be  a  sign 
to  the  faithful  that  I  approve  of  this  beautiful 
work  of  the  Providence  ;  I  beg  of  you  to  do  this." 

Of  course,  M.  le  Cure,  thus  driven  into  a  corner, 
was  obliged  to  say  he  would  do  so.  We  may 
easily  conjecture  that  his  anger  at  his  defeat 
was  bitter. 

Some  months  passed  away,  his  promised  visit 
was  not  paid,  and  he  now  hit  on  another  expedient 
for  disturbing  Jeanne's  peace.  He  wrote  to  the 
Bishop  to  point  out  that  Jeanne's  mode  of  life  was 
really  far  too  severe,  and  that  her  services  to  the 
poor  were  so  valuable,  it  was  actually  a  duty  to 
preserve  her  life.  How  could  a  woman  who 
never  went  to  bed,  never  ate  meat,  and  kept  a 
perpetual  fast  while  labouring  hard  among  the 
poor,  long  survive  *? 

The  Bishop  was  much  struck  by  this  apparently 
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kind  and  thoughtful  letter ;  he  consulted  two 
physicians,  and  then  wrote  to  Jeanne  to  order  her 
to  sleep  in  a  bed  like  her  Sisters,  to  eat  meat, 
and  not  to  fast  more  than  twice  a  week. 

Poor  Jeanne  was  greatly  dismayed  at  this 
unexpected  command.  It  was  the  month  of 
January,  thick  snow  was  on  the  ground,  and  the 
cold  piercing.  But  she  set  out  immediately  for 
Angers,  a  distance  of  forty  miles,  and  the  journey 
was  performed  in  a  rough  cart. 

As  soon  as  M.  Lebrun  knew  she  was  safely 
out  of  town,  he  called  at  the  Providence  to  redeem 
his  promise  to  the  Bishop.  Meanwhile,  Jeanne 
appeared  before  the  Bishop.  He  was  very  kind, 
but  firm.  She  told  him  she  had  practised  these 
austerities  for  nine  years,  and  she  was  perfectly 
well. 

"  It  does  not  follow,"  replied  the  Bishop,  "  that 
because  you  have  borne  all  this  for  nine  years, 
you  can  bear  it  for  ten.  I  wish  to  preserve  your 
life ;  I  don't  want  to  lose  you ;  we  need  you ;  so 
go  and  mind  what  I  have  said." 

Jeanne  withdrew  from  his  presence  very  sad, 
but  perfectly  submissive.  She  remained  for  the 
night  in  Angers,  and,  during  its  silent  watches, 
she  felt  impelled  to  return  to  the  Bishop  on  the 


QO  A  Marvellous  History. 

morrow,  and  more  fully  open  her  soul  to  him. 
It  seemed  unlikely  that  a  second  audience  should 
be  so  soon  accorded ;  however,  it  was  obtained. 
Jeanne  again  entered  the  Bishop's  presence. 

"  My  lord,"  she  said,  "  it  is  true  I  am  not  a 
second  Madame  de  Chantal ;  but  I  look  on  you  as 
a  second  St.  Francis  of  Sales,  and  that  is  why  I 
want  to  lay  open  my  soul  to  your  lordship,  and 
after  doing  so  I  will  submit  in  perfect  confidence 
to  your  decision." 

The  Bishop  consented,  and  gave  her  an  hour 
of  his  time,  while  Jeanne  told  him  all  that  God 
had  done  for  her  soul.  When  she  had  finished,  he 
said, 

"  Go,  my  daughter,  continue  to  walk  in  the 
path  in  which  God  is  leading  you ;  follow  your 
austerities  as  before,  until  our  Lord  pleases  to 
change  my  mind." 

So  Jeanne  departed  in  joy,  and  set  off  for 
Saumur. 

"  The  devil,"  says  Sister  Marie,  "being vexed, 
upset  the  cart  in  which  she  travelled  with  several 
Sisters  and  others,  and  the  whole  party  fell  into 
a  snow-drift.  They  narrowly  escaped  death, 
and  they  were  drenched  through.  Our  Mother," 
she  continues,  "  took  great  pains  that  the  others 
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should  get  dry;  as  for  herself,  she  took  no 
heed." 

The  cold  was  so  intense  that  Jeanne  felt  the 
effects  of  that  accident  to  the  end  of  her  life. 
She  gained  her  home  at  last  in  peace  and  joy. 

"  God  was  the  conqueror,"  says  Sister  Marie 
triumphantly. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

A  SAD  LOSS. 

ONLY  five  of  the  ten  years  on  which  M. 
Lebrun  had  counted  had  passed,  and  he  was 
summoned  to  his  account.  Another  great  trial 
was  now  in  store  for  Jeanne.  Father  Genneteau 
was  growing  old,  and  as  age  advanced,  his 
vigorous  intellect  began  to  decay.  It  showed 
itself  in  strange  fancies  and  dislikes.  His  habit 
of  mortifying  Jeanne  on  all  possible  occasions 
led  him,  when  his  mind  was  weakened,  to  over 
step  altogether  the  just  limits  of  his  authority, 
and  this  was  the  more  to  be  regretted  as  the 
course  of  years  had  proved  the  Mother's  virtues, 
and  ripened  her  experience. 

When  Jeanne  wished  to  admit  a    postulant, 
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Father  Genneteau  opposed  her.  When  a  person 
applied  in  whom  she  could  see  no  signs  of  voca 
tion,  he  forced  the  Superior  to  accept  her.  But 
the  visible  signs  of  God's  watchful  care  were 
never  wanting. 

A  postulant  was  admitted  with  a  wound  in 
her  arm,  said  to  be  incurable.  Some  of  the 
Sisters,  incited  by  Father  Genneteau,  refused  to 
let  her  take  the  habit,  although  the  Mother 
wished  it.  But  her  prayer  of  faith  went  up ;  in 
one  night  the  arm  was  perfectly  cured. 

Soon  after  this,  three  postulants  were,  in 
Jeanne's  opinion,  ready  for  the  habit.  The  same 
opposition  arose. 

"  Lord,"  said  she,  turning  to  Him  who  was 
indeed  to  her  "  a  refuge  and  help  in  trouble," 
"  if  Thou  wiliest  that  I  should  believe  it  is  Thou 
who  art  urging  me  to  give  the  habit  to  these 
three  postulants,  send  me  the  stuff  for  their 
habits,  for  what  I  have  is  not  sufficient." 

"  Cut  the  piece  in  three,"  said  the  interior 
voice,  "  and  there  will  be  enough." 

Jeanne  obeyed;  the  stuff  which  was  not  enough 
for  one  habit  sufficed  perfectly  for  the  three. 

At  another  time,  a  certain  postulant  had 
gained  the  esteem  of  many  of  the  Sisters;  but 
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the  clear  eye  of  the  Mother  saw  below  the  sur 
face,  and  that  this  person  was  utterly  unfit  for 
religious  life.  But  Father  Genneteau  and  some 
of  the  Sisters  thought  otherwise,  and  Jeanne  was 
told  she  was  acting  out  of  dislike  to  the  girl. 

"  No,"  said  the  Mother,  "  I  am  not  acting  from 
that  motive.  God  does  not  want  this  person 
amongst  us,  and  in  a  short  time  you  will  see 
that  He  does  not." 

The  obstinacy  of  the  Sisters  cost  them  dear. 
The  postulant  turned  out  to  be  a  thief.  She 
pretended  to  be  ill  and  not  able  to  rise  in  the 
morning,  and  while  the  community  were  at 
meditation  she  stole  a  good  deal.  She  went 
out  to  a  shop,  procured  a  quantity  of  stuff,  saying 
it  was  for  the  Sisters,  and  then  pretended  it  was 
her  own,  and  she  wished  to  give  it  to  the 
community.  It  was  not  till  after  many  tricks  of 
this  kind  had  been  played  that  the  ingenious 
young  woman  was  found  out.  Then  the  Sisters, 
in  high  indignation,  wished  her  to  be  dismissed 
in  disgrace. 

"No,"  said  the  Mother,  who  had  borne  so 
patiently  with  their  opposition ;  "  she  does  not 
wish  to  go,  and  I  never  force  any  one  to  leave 
the  house.  She  can  stay  among  the  externs." 
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"But,"  says  Sister  Marie,  "the  Sisters  made 
the  hypocrite  leave  that  day." 

On  another  occasion,  our  Lord  Himself  deter 
mined  to  try  the  faith  and  patience  of  His  servant, 
as  He  had  ever  been  wont  to  do.  A  postulant 
was  about  to  be  clothed.  Our  Lord  told  Jeanne 
to  give  her  a  brown  habit  instead  of  the  usual 
gray  one.  The  order  was  most  repugnant  to 
Jeanne,  and  was,  of  course,  received  with  dis 
pleased  incredulity  by  the  Sisters  and  Father 
Genneteau.  The  opposition  was  so  great  that 
the  clothing  was  deferred. 

Meanwhile  one  of  the  Sisters  died.  The  nuns 
begged  the  Mother  to  give  the  postulant  the  gray 
habit,  that  she  might  join  the  funeral  procession. 
To  this  she  consented. 

"  When  we  came  back  from  the  funeral,"  says 
Sister  Marie,  "  we  all  threw  ourselves  at  the  feet 
of  our  Mother,  to  beg  her  to  allow  this  Sister  to 
keep  the  gray  habit,  and  we  felt  certain  we  should 
be  able  to  persuade  her ;  but  she  did  not  judge 
things  from  a  human  point  of  view  :  she  followed 
the  interior  light  that  guided  her,  and  she  re 
fused.  The  poor  postulant  laid  aside  the  gray 
habit,  to  the  extreme  displeasure  of  the  entire 
community,  and  to  the  real  sorrow  of  our  Mother 
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herself,  who  could  not  bear  having  to  act  as 
she  did." 

Finally,  the  famous  brown  habit  was  given. 
It  was  a  great  trial  to  the  novice  herself;  but 
she  was  a  humble  and  submissive  child,  and  she 
bore  it  well.  The  very  day  of  her  clothing,  she 
went,  bright  and  smiling,  to  salute  Father  Genne- 
teau.  He  was  struck  with  her,  and  said  to  Sister 
Marie, 

"  There  is  something  remarkable  in  that  child ; 
she  will  make  a  good  assistant." 

The  next  idea  that  came  into  Father  Genne- 
teau's  head  was  to  insist  that  a  secular  lady,  of 
great  piety,  should  come  to  the  Providence,  and 
share  the  authority  of  Jeanne.  The  Mother 
ventured  to  remonstrate. 

"0,  of  course,"  said  Father  Genneteau;  "just 
like  your  pride  and  ignorance.  You  don't  know 
how  to  govern  a  community.  Go  directly,"  he 
added,  "  and  ask  Mademoiselle  Rousseau  to  spend 
three  months  here  ;  she  will  form  all  of  you  in 
some  degree.  She  was .  educated  in  a  con 
vent." 

Jeanne  obeyed  the  order,  and  asked  Mademoi 
selle  Rousseau  to  com©  to  the  Providence  to  settle 
some  important  business.  In  the  presence  of  the 
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whole  community,  Father  Genneteau  thus  ad 
dressed  this  lady :  "  Mademoiselle,  I  beg  of  you 
to  accept  the  position  of  assistant  in  this  house. 
You  can  form  all  the  Sisters.  I  will  see  you  are 
obeyed,  and  if  any  one  resists  you  (which,  I  hope, 
will  not  be  the  case),  she  shall  be  sent  away  at 
.once.  I  am  sure  you  will  put  this  house  into 
proper  order;  and  it  stands  in  great  need  of  it." 

Mademoiselle  Rousseau,  overwhelmed  with  as 
tonishment,  replied  that  '*'  she  was  quite  incapable 
of  such  a  charge,"  and  begged  to  decline  it. 

One  day  Jeanne  said  to  Sister  Marie, 

"  God  has  made  known  to  me  that  our  father 
will  have  attained  perfection  by  the  time  of  his 
death.  I  asked  our  Lord  if  he  will  be  perfectly 
dead  to  himself,  if  nature  will  be  utterly  destroyed 
in  him,  if  there  will  remain  nothing  to  purify  in 
him ;  and  our  Lord  answered  that  He  will  purify 
him  and  make  him  fit  for  heaven.  Then  I  asked 
our  Lord  if  there  had  ever  been  Saints  on  earth 
perfectly  dead  to  themselves,  and  who  had  nothing 
more  of  nature  to  destroy.  And  He  made  known 
to  me  that  all  during  their  lifetime  have  felt  the 
weakness  of  nature  except  His  Mother." 

And,  no  doubt,  it  was  all  part  of  that  blessed 
work  of  purification  and  detachment  from  self 
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that  Father  Genrieteau  should  lose  his  interest  in 
the  Providence,  which  might  easily  have  become 
too  dear  to  him,  and  where  the  reverence  and 
confidence  with  which  he  was  treated  might  have 
had  the  effect  of  flattery.  He  seemed  to  take  a 
dislike  to  the  place,  and  specially  to  the  Superior. 
He  would  no  longer  visit  the  house,  nor  give  any 
advice.  He  was  angry  when  Jeanne  consulted 
any  one  else,  and  yet  he  would  by  no  means  direct 
her  himself. 

In  her  distress  she  applied  to  the  Jesuit  Father 
who  had  some  years  previously  set  her  conscience 
at  rest.  He  had  such  compassion  for  her  that  he 
undertook  to  remonstrate  with  Father  Genneteau. 
He  kept  his  promise,  and  for  the  moment  succeeded 
in  convincing  the  old  man.  But  Father  Genne- 
teau's  memory  was  decaying;  he  soon  fell  back 
into  his  peevishness. 

So  Jeanne  had  even  in  his  lifetime  to  seek 
other  help  for  herself  and  her  children.  She  had 
to  live  in  the  same  town  with  him  who  had  been 
her  faithful  friend  and  guide,  arid  find  his  heart 
closed  against  her,  and  hear  him  lament  the  alms 
he  had  given  her.  And  this  cloud  was  never 
lifted.  It  lasted  for  seven  long  years.  The  old 
man  grew  more  and  more  feeble,  till  in  1724,  at  the 
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age  of  seventy-two,  the  summons  came.      To  him 
might  indeed  be  said, 

"  Death  comes  to  set  thee  free  : 
O,  meet  him  cheerily, 

As  thy  true  friend  ; 
And  all  thy  fears  shall  cease, 
And  in  eternal  peace 

Thy  penance  end." 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

TRUE  AS  STEEL.  . 

MEANWHILE  Jansenism  had  been  making  rapid 
and  fearful  advance  in  Saumur.  After  Port 
Royal,  nowhere  did  this  pernicious  heresy  flourish 
as  in  the  Oratoire  of  Saumur.  A  college  was 
attached  to  their  house,  where  false  doctrine  was 
first  insinuated,  then  openly  taught ;  till  at  last, 
in  1717,  the  Bishop  was  obliged  to  withdraw  the 
faculties  for  hearing  confessions  from  these  priests. 

But  they  had  but  too  many  disciples  and 
adherents  among  the  clergy.  The  special  feature 
of  Jansenism  was  its  spirit  of  deceit.  Jansenist 
priests  loved  to  make  people  believe  they  were 
true  Catholics,  when  all  the  while  they  were 
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rebelling  against  the  Church.  They  loved,  above 
all,  to  undermine  religious  communities,  and  the 
Messieurs  de  1'Oratoire  had  succeeded  in  destroy 
ing  the  Catholic  spirit  in  at  least  one  convent  of 
Saumur. 

Near  the  old  castle  stood  a  fine  monastery  of 
Benedictine  nuns,  founded  in  1626.  These  poor 
religious  were  entirely  infected  by  the  false  teach 
ing  of  Jansenism,  till  at  last  the  community  had 
to  be  dissolved  by  ecclesiastical  authority. 

The  Providence  was  not  too  poor  nor  too  sim 
ple  to  be  despised  by  the  Jansenists.  If  they 
could  not  pervert  Jeanne,  it  would  be  a  good 
thing,  they  considered,  to  mislead  her  children 
and  destroy  her  work. 

So  they  made  every  effort  to  get  one  of  their 
adherents  accepted  as  director  to  the  Providence. 
God  watched  over  the  house,  and  gave  Jeanne 
light  to  find  out  and  defeat  their  snares.  They 
tried  to  argue  with  her,  but  her  simple  faith  was 
a  match  for  their  sophistries. 

"I  see,"  said  one,  "I  shall  never  change  your 
ideas  ;  it  is  useless." 

Then  they  came  to  compassionate  her  poverty. 
They  gave  presents,  and  pointed  out  that  many 
others  would  follow,  and  that  the  house  would 
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become  a   "brilliant  success,"  if  she  would  only 
put  confidence  in  them. 

Jeanne  had  by  this  time  no  less  than  six  hun 
dred  poor  to  support.  She  was  still  living  on 
daily  alms.  Often  in  the  morning  she  had  not 
enough  for  the  evening,  and  in  the  evening  for 
the  morning,  and  she  was  hardly  ever  out  of  debt. 
The  temptation,  therefore,  was  sore,  and  no  doubt 
had  she  yielded,  money  and  influence  would  have 
been  hers,  and  many  useful  subjects  would  have 
joined  her.  "  All  these  will  I  give  thee,  if  falling 
down  thou  wilt  adore  me."  In  her  measure  the 
servant  was  tempted  like  her  Divine  Master  had 
been,  and  in  His  strength  and  for  His  sake  she 
answered  firmly,  "  Begone,  Satan !" 

Better  to  her,  wearing  anxiety,  harsh  creditors, 
hard  privation,  cruel  calumnies — better  a  thousand 
times  than  fail  in  her  allegiance  to  the  Vicar  of 
Christ.  Jeanne  had  the  true  spirit  of  St.  Teresa, 
when  she  rejoiced  on  her  death-bed,  not  that  she 
was  the  beloved  spouse  of  the  Lord,  the  foundress 
of  a  great  reform,  the  spiritual  mother  of  many 
souls,  but  that  she  was  "  a  child  of  the  Church." 

It  was  only  necessary,  says  one  of  the  old 
historians,  to  preserve  her  house  that  she  should 
"lean towards  the  new  opinions;  but  she  rejected 
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with  horror  such  a  damnable  expedient :  she  would 
far  rather  have  seen  her  Providence  and  commu 
nity  perish  for  ever  than  fail  in  the  smallest  degree 
in  her  faithful  obedience  to  the  rulers  of  the 
Church." 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

THE  NEW  WING. 

BUT  there  were,  of  course,  many  faithful 
priests  in  Saumur,  and,  at  last,  one  was  found  to 
take  the  direction  of  the  Providence.  Father  de 
Tigne  proved  a  kind  and  devoted  friend. 

The  Providence  had  gradually  enlarged  its 
borders  ;  house  after  house  adjoining  the  first  had 
been  taken  by  Jeanne.  But  difficulties  arose  about 
the  leases  of  these  houses,  and  Jeanne  felt  that 
she  must  seek  another  habitation. 

There  was  a  certain  gentleman  called  the 
Chevalier  de  la  Valliere  who  was  much  attached 
to  the  Providence.  He  had  gone  through  a  very 
dangerous  illness,  and  he  attributed  his  recovery 
to  the  prayers  offered  for  him  by  Jeanne.  He 
determined  to  come  to  her  aid,  but  the  absolute 
gimplicity  of  her  faith  in  God  was  such  a  delight 
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to  him,  he  would  not  tell  her  his  intentions. 
He  loved  to  ask  her  what  she  was  going  to  do 
about  a  house,  and  she  always  gave  the  same 
answer : 

"I  do  not  know  where  to  go,  but  Divine 
Providence  will  provide." 

This  good  Chevalier  bought  for  her  a  house 
near  Notre  Dame  des  Ardilliers,  called  the  "  Three 
Angels."  Jeanne  took  possession  of  it  on  All 
Saints'  Day,  1716.  In  the  new  house  a  good- 
sized  chapel  was  fitted  up ;  and  now,  at  last,  the 
longing  desire  of  Jeanne's  heart  was  granted,  and 
our  Lord  came  to  dwell  in  His  sacramental 
presence  amidst  His  faithful  spouses. 

M.  Lebrun's  successor,  M.  Ryer,  said  Mass  in 
the  new  chapel,  and  deposited  in  the  tabernacle 
the  Most  Holy  Sacrament.  The  day  chosen  was 
an  appropriate  one,  the  feast  of  St.  Elizabeth  of 
Hungary,  another  "  mother  of  the  poor,"  and  lover 
of  holy  poverty,  of  whom  Jeanne  was  the  faithful 
imitator. 

Every  care  was  taken  to  make  this  happy  day 
a  joyful  and  brilliant  one.  Four  years  later  she 
obtained  the  favour  of  having  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  exposed  for  the  entire  day  on  the 
feasts  of  our  Lady's  Purification,  St.  Anne,  St. 
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Elizabeth  of  Hungary,  and  Sunday  in  the  octave 
of  Corpus  Christi.  Later  on,  the  same  permission 
was  given  for  the  feast  of  St.  John  the  Baptist, 

The  new  house  was  able  to  contain  three 
hundred ;  but,  as  the  Mother  "  did  not  know  how 
to  refuse  any  one,"  in  one  year's  time  it  was  too 
small.  When  told  she  could  not  take  any  more 
she  used  to  say, 

"  Leave  me  alone — when  this  house  is  well 
filled  God  will  give  us  another." 

The  good  Father  de  Tigne  now  came  to  her 
.aid.  Partly  by  his  own  alms,  and  partly  by  those 
of  his  brother-in-law,  the  means  of  building  a  new 
wing  were  obtained.  He  engaged  an  architect 
to  build  this  wing,  and  took  him  one  day  to  the 
Providence,  to  see  the  house.  They  had  occasion 
to  go  to  the  loft  where  the  flour  was  kept. 

"  0,  you  don't  keep  your  flour  here  now,"  said 
Father  de  Tigne  to  Jeanne,  seeing  a  very  small 
quantity;  "  you  have  another  place  for  if?" 

"  No,  father,  this  is  the  place,"  replied  Jeanne, 
"  here  is  all  we  have;  but  the  bread  for  to-day  is 
in  the  oven." 

"  And  what  for  to-morrow  V 

"  God  will  send  us  some  for  to-morrow,"  said 
Jeanne  quietly. 
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"  Then  He  will  have  to  make  haste."  continued 
the  father,  laughing,  "  or  you  won't  have  time  to 
sift  it." 

The  subject  dropped,  and  the  two  gentlemen 
concluded  their  business,  and  took  leave.  The 
architect  parted  from  the  priest,  and  ascended  the 
cliff  overhanging  the  Loire  in  order  take  a  good 
view  of  the  Providence.  His  attention  was 
attracted  by  seeing  a  barge  loaded  with  sacks  of 
flour  lying  at  the  bank  of  the  river,  and  then  he 
saw  that  these  sacks  were  taken  to  the  Provi 
dence. 

"  0,"  said  he  to  himself,  "here  is  the  flour  the 
Mother  was  expecting." 

The  day  following  he  had  again  to  meet 
Father  de  Tigne  at  the  Providence. 

"Well,  Mother,"  said  the  latter,  smiling,  «'  did 
God  send  the  flour  T 

"  Indeed,  He  did,  father :  you  were  hardly 
gone  when  the  Cure  of  Restigne  sent  us  thirty 
sacks." 

"Ah,  that  Cure  is  a  kind  man.  Does  he 
often  send  you  things  ?" 

"  Father,"  Jeanne  replied,  "  I  never  heard 
of  him  before ;  here  is  the  letter  he  sent  with 
the  flour." 
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"  My  good  Sister, — Some  charitable  persons 
in  my  parish  have  been  begging  for  your  poor. 
I  thought  it  better  to  wait  till  we  had  a  good 
quantity,  and  to  send  it  all  together.  You  will 
receive  thirty  sacks  of  flour,  a  hundred  bundles 
of  wood,  and  three  feather  beds.  Pray  for  me 
and  my  people." 

The  new  wing  was  accomplished,  and  there 
was  a  good  assembly  of  priests  and  others  when 
it  was  solemnly  blessed  and  opened.  Father  de 
Tigne  himself  took  the  office  of  beggar  that  day, 
and  went  about  among  the  priests.  Only  one 
refused,  M.  d'Aubigny,  and  he  said, 

"  You  know  I  am  going  to  leave  a  legacy  to 
the  Providence ;  it  is  down  in  my  will,  and  you 
are  my  executor." 

"What!"  said  Father  de  Tigne,  laughing 
merrily — "  you  won't  give  us  anything  till  after 
your  death !  Why,  it  is  a  temptation  to  us  to 
ask  our  good  God  to  take  you  soon,  because  we 
want  money  so  badly.  You  had  better  give  us 
something  at  once." 

The  good  old  man  was  offended  at  the  joke, 
and  would  not  give  anything.  By  a  singular 
coincidence  he  died  within  a  week.  He  had 
left  a  thousand  francs  (40/.)  to  the  Providence. 
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Time  went  on.  The  new  wing  was  filled 
to  overflowing,  and  yet  cases  of  distress  asked 
for  admission.  The  house  adjoining  the  "Three 
Angels,"  and  called  the  "  Lily  Flower,"  was  to  be 
sold.  Jeanne,  of  course,  wished  to  buy  it.  She 
applied  to  her  benefactor,  M.  de  la  Felinniere, 
brother-in-law  to  Father  de  Tigne,  to  help  her 
in  doing  so.  He  said, 

"Well,  Sister,  I  want  to  have  a  dwelling 
where  I  may  lodge  for  all  eternity,  and  it  seems 
to  me  the  best  way  to  accomplish  this  will  be 
to  buy  the  house  you  want  for  your  poor ;"  and 
he  bought  the  house  for  240£. 

Later  on,  she  rented  the  next  house,  called 
the  "House  Cahouet,"  and  then  the  "  Great  Provi 
dence,"  as  it  was  now  called,  was  complete.  No 
further  increase  or  change  was  made  in  the 
Foundress's  lifetime. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

THE  BUDS  BLOSSOM. 

As  years  passed  on,  Jeanne's  sanctity  grew 
apace.  We  have  seen  she  was  not  one  of  those 
Saints  who  seem,  as  we  say,  to  be  "  born  good." 
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She  had  sustained  a  long  struggle  with  strong 
passions — avarice,  pride,  self-will — had  fought  a 
mighty  battle  in  her  soul  ;  but  her  will  was 
good,  her  courage  great,  and,  says  St.  Teresa, 
"  courage  makes  the  Saint." 

We  may  be  sure  that  though  in  his  old  age 
Father  Genneteau's  severity  seems  to  have 
exceeded  the  limits  of  prudence  and  reason,  her 
impetuous  nature  had  needed  much  training, 
her  vehement  character  had  naturally  inspired 
many  fears  and  doubts.  Our  Lord  often  gave 
her  great  light  about  her  own  faults. 

On  one  occasion  He  told  her  there  was 
something  displeasing  to  Him  on  her  soul.  She 
asked  Him  to  tell  her  what  it  was.  He  bade 
her  ask  her  confessor.  "  Lord,"  she  said,  in  her 
simple  way,  "how  will  he  know  what  it  is  ?" 

"Ask  him  to  question  you,"  replied  the 
interior  voice,  "  and  you  will  soon  see  what  you 
have  to  correct." 

But  God  had  done  His  work,  and  the  Sisters' 
love  and  reverence  for  their  Mother  grew  more 
intense.  The  power  of  healing  the  sick  was 
sometimes  vouchsafed  to  her.  She  signed  the 
cross  on  a  terrible  wound,  and  it  dried  up.  Once 
they  brought  her  a  young  dumb  girl. 
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"Have  confidence  in  God,  rny  child,"  said 
Jeanne,  "  for  He  can  cure  you." 

On  the  morrow,  the  feast  of  St.  Charles, 
Jeanne  spent  some  time  before  the  Blessed 
Sacrament,  exposed  in  the  chapel  of  the 
Ursulines.  She  asked  our  Lord  to  cure  this 
child,  and  at  that  same  moment  the  dumb  girl 
spoke. 

One  of  her  own  religious  had  a  terrible  tumour 
in  the  neck.  The  doctor  declared  it  must  be 
removed  by  the  knife.  Jeanne  said, 

"  Be  patient,  child ;  that  will  soon  be  cured." 

Next  day  all  trace  was  gone. 

As  Jeanne  had  foretold,  she  saw  the  buds  of 
her  institute  burst  into  flowers.  Not  only  was  it 
firmly  established  in  Saumur,  but  it  began  to  send 
forth  branches.  During  her  lifetime  nine  branch 
houses  were  founded,  forming  with  the  mother 
house  a  beautiful  decade  of  the  Rosary,  which  our 
Lady  had  given  into  her  hands  in  the  vision  of 
her  future  life.  Provision  for  these  branch  houses 
had  been  made  in  the  rule  : 

"  At  the  request  of  the  Cure,  and  with  the  con 
sent  of  the  Bishop,  Sisters  can  be  sent  into  coun 
try  villages  to  teach  little  girls.  These  Sisters 
will  continue  to  belong  to  the  Providence :  they 
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will  wear  the  habit  and  follow  the  rule  as  far  as 
possible.  They  will  be  under  obedience  to  the 
Superior  of  the  Providence,  who  can  recall  them 
when  she  thinks  well  to  do  so  ;  and  she  will  in  any 
case  recall  them  to  the  house  of  Saumur  when  age 
or  sickness  shall  render  them  incapable  of  perform 
ing  their  charge." 

The  Sisters  were  sent  to  take  care  of  hospitals 
and  asylums  as  well  as  schools.  It  has  been  said 
that  nothing  better  reveals  the  character  than 
letters.  Unfortunately  the  correspondence  which 
Jeanne  must  have  kept  up  with  her  absent  Sisters 
and  others  is  entirely  lost.  One  letter  only  re 
mains,  written  evidently  to  the  Superior  of  a 
branch  house,  and  neither  her  name  nor  the  house 
are  known.  This  beautiful  letter  only  makes 
us  regret  more  keenly  the  loss  of  the  rest. 

"  God  alone. 

"  My  dear  Daughter, — I  am  very  grieved  about 
your  illness.  I  beg  of  you  not  to  weary  of  it ;  it 
will  soon  be  at  an  end.  I  see  that  Sister  Martha 
takes  good  care  of  you.  She  seems  pleased  with 
you  ;  do  you  therefore  take  care  to  please  her  ;  see 
in  her  Jesus  Christ,  arid  obey  her  as  you  would 
obey  our  Lord  Himself.  My  dear  child,  always  be 
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ready  to  humble  yourself,  and  believe  that  you 
are  of  yourself  nothing ;  but  believe  this  in  your 
heart's  depths,  not  with  a  half-belief  which  makes 
you  say  so  without  being  convinced.  0  my  dear 
child,  you  have  then  given  yourself  all  to  God. 
Read  my  words  with  attention  and  think  over 
them,  for  if  you  read  carelessly  they  will  be  of  no 
service  to  you.  Give  your  subjects  good  exam 
ple.  Observe  your  rules  :  your  regularity  will  be 
your  guarantee  for  time  and  for  eternity. — I  am 

yours  entirely,  dear  child, 

"  JEANNE  DE  LA  NOUE, 

Of  the  Providence  of  Saumur. 
Sept.  2,  1729. 

"  Observe  your  rule  of  meditation  morning 
and  evening,  and  the  Rosary  with  your  children 
if  obedience  does  not  prevent  you :  it  must  rule 
you  in  everything." 

Two  documents  written  by  Jeanne  are  indeed 
extant,  but  though  in  the  form  of  letters,  they  are 
in  reality  formal  petitions  to  Government  officials 
asking  for  a  remission  in  her  favour  of  the  Gabelle, 
as  the  oppressive  salt-tax  was  called,  which  weighed 
so  heavily  on  the  poor  in  France  for  centuries. 
The  Government  kept  the  monopoly  of  salt  in  its 
own  hands,  and  the  price  charged  was  so  high 
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that  the  poor  could  not  obtain  this  almost  neces 
sary  of  life.  The  poor  Sisters  of  St.  Anne  had 
to  "  eat  their  soup  without  salt,"  a  veritable  mor 
tification.  In  the  first  of  these  petitions  Jeanne 
says : 

"  My  Lord, — Jeanne  de  la  Noue,  servant  of  the 
poor  in  the  house  called  the  Providence,  in  the 
town  of  Saumur,  most  humbly  represents  to  your 
lordship  that  God,  who  sometimes  makes  use  of 
feeble  instruments  to  show  forth  the  marvellous 
effects  of  His  Providence,  having  inspired  your 
suppliant  to  solace  the  suffering  members  of 
Jesus  Christ  in  the  person  of  His  poor,  she  did, 
conjointly  with  other  women  moved  with  the 
same  desire  of  consoling  their  neighbours,  take 
a  little  house  in  one  of  the  suburbs  of  the  said 
town  of  Saumur,  where,  with  the  consent  of  his 
lordship,  Bishop  of  Angers,  diocesan  of  the  place, 
they  have  taken  in  some  very  young  and  poor 
orphan  girls,  to  instruct  them  in  religion,  and  to 
teach  them  how  to  work ;  and  also  poor  widows, 
very  old  and  past  labour. 

"God  having  blessed  this  little  beginning, 
many  charitable  persons  seconded  these  inten 
tions,  and  one  of  them  provided  a  house  in  this 
same  suburb,  where  they  now  dwell,  with  the 
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said  orphan  girls  and  poor  old  women.  They 
all  subsist  upon  alms  which  they  receive,  and 
the  wonderful  protection  of  Providence  has  been 
manifested  in  such  a  manner  that  no  one  could 
see  without  great  astonishment ;  for  in  the  year 
1709,  while  the  richest  persons  complained  of  the 
high  prices,  caused  by  the  scarcity,  they  sup 
ported  more  than  two  hundred  persons  without 
means,  without  funds,  and  without  any  income, 
which  appeared  so  extraordinary  that,  many 
people  having  considered  it,  the  principal  inhabi 
tants  of  Saumur  formed  the  design  of  asking  the 
king  for  permission  to  make  a  solid  establishment, 
under  the  title  of  the  General  Ho'spice;  and  it 
pleased  his  majesty  to  grant  that  the  letters 
should  be  addressed  to  the  Court  of  Parliament 
for  registration. 

"Some  obstacles  to  this  registration  having 
arisen,  because  God  sometimes  permits  His  faith 
ful  ones  to  be  tried,  it  has  chanced  that  this 
design  has  never  been  executed,  and  the  course 
of  time  has  changed  the  fortune  of  many  who 
proposed  to  contribute  thereto.  Notwithstanding 
which,  the  said  De  la  Noue  and  her  companions 
have  not  ceased  to  follow  their  first  inspiration, 
and  have  continued  to  receive  poor  orphans  and 
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aged  women,  who  now  number  more  than  two 
hundred  and  fifty. 

"  But  as  the  charity,  which  is  all  their  sub 
sistence,  is  much  cooled,  they  cannot  conceal,  in 
spite  of  all  the  confidence  that  they  have  in 
Providence,  the  lawful  dread  that  their  present 
state  causes  them  of  not  being  able  further  to 
give  subsistence  to  these  poor  members  of  Jesus 
Christ,  and  provide  for  their  wants,  among,  which 
there  is  an  essential  one ;  and  for  this  your  lord 
ship  could  easily  accord  them  your  protection,  by 
procuring  for  them  a  grant  of  salt,  of  which  they 
have  great  need." 

To  this  petition  there  was  no  reply ;  and  in 
later  years  she  wrote  again,  when  she  was 
threatened  that  her  furniture  should  be  distrained, 
if  she  did  not  pay  the  tax ;  for  it  seems  to  do 
without  salt  by  no  means  suited  these  rapacious 
officials. 

This  last  letter  must  have  been  written  near 
the  close  of  her  life,  for  she  says  : 

"  For  about  forty  years  we  have  received  into 
our  house  poor  women  and  orphan  girls.  We 
cannot  pay  for  salt ;  for  we  live  from  day  to  day 
on  charity,  and  we  make  our  soup  with  water 
and  without  salt.  We  have  nothing  worth  buy- 
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ing  or  seizing,  except  the  poor  beds  that  belong 
to  the  poor." 

We  may  suppose  that  these  humble  earnest 
words  had  some  effect ;  for  if  the  distraining  had 
taken  place,  Sister  Marie  would  certainly  have 
mentioned  it. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

THE  BOUQUET  OF  LILIES. 

AND  now  the  end  was  approaching  of  that 
Jeanne  de  la  Noue  who,  as  says  a  historian  of 
Saumur,  "  was  one  of  those  persons,  rare  in  every 
age,  who  undertake  and  succeed  in  doing  great 
things  with  little  means."  Old  age  took  nothing 
of  her  fervour  from  Jeanne.  When  near  seventy 
years  of  age,  she  would  walk  barefoot  in  the 
snow;  and  though  kneeling  was  painful  to  her, 
yet  still  she  knelt  in  prayer  for  hours  on  the  bare 
ground,  and  for  long  together  would  have  her 
arms  extended  in  the  form  of  a  cross. 

The  custom,  now  so  universal  in  religious 
communities,  of  keeping  with  great  honour  the 
feast  of  the  Superior,  seems  to  have  been  in  vogue 
in  the  far-off  days  of  Jeanne. 
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So  the  feast  of  St.  John  the  Baptist  was 
always  a  gala  day  in  the  Providence.  Falling  as 
it  does  in  midsummer,  it  is  easy  to  imagine  what 
beautiful  flowers  the  Sisters  would  bring  to  their 
Mother.  Lilies  seem  to  have  been  her  favourite 
flowers ;  and  on  one  occasion,  probably  towards 
the  end  of  her  life,  the  Sisters  brought  her  a 
quantity  of  lilies,  with  some  loving  words  of  con 
gratulation  for  her  feast.  The  Mother's  answer 
was  so  beautiful  that  Sister  Marie  recorded  it. 

"  You  have  brought  me  flowers  for  the  feast 
of  St.  John  the  Baptist,  my  glorious  patron,  to 
show  your  affection  and  respect.  I  accept  them 
all  the  more  willingly  because  they  are  lilies, 
symbols  of  the  innocence  and  purity  in  which  we 
ought  to  live  to  please  God.  You  tell  me  that 
you  give  me  also  your  hearts  that  I  may  offer 
them  to  Jesus  Christ,  our  Spouse.  0,  that  is 
indeed  a  present  which  I  accept  much  more 
willingly  still ;  for  since  I  am  charged  to  watch 
over  you,  what  sweeter  consolation  can  I  have 
in  this  life  than  to  see  you  all  desirous  to  be 
closely  united  to  our  adorable  Spouse  ? 

"  I  will,  then,  dear  Sisters,  I  will,  with  all  my 
heart,  present  your  hearts  to  Him,  that  He  may 
burn  and  consume  them  with  the  sacred  fire  of 
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His  love.  I  know  there  are  some  among  you 
who  have,  indeed,  the  desire  of  uniting  yourselves 
to  your  Spouse,  and  of  being  entirely  devoted 
to  Him ;  but  I  must  tell  you  what  troubles  me 
about  these.  Their  holy  desires,  are  like  a  fire  that 
burns  down,  and  leaves  but  a  few  ashes  ;  and  the 
reason  of  this  inconstancy,  of  these  alternations  of 
fervour  and  tepidity,  of  sanctity  and  negligence, 
of  devotedness  and  self-love,  is,  that  they  do  not 
take  pains  enough  to  destroy  their  passions,  or 
bend  them  under  the  sweet  yoke  of  their  holy 
Spouse.  So  the  holy  eagerness  that  they  have 
of  belonging  to  God  alone  is  like  a  burning  coal 
which  is  thrown  into  ice.  At  first  it  melts  the 
ice  ;  but  soon  the  fire  dies  out,  and  the  melted 
ice  becomes  hard  again. 

"  Then,  0  my  God,  my  divine  Lord,  who 
hast  loved  us  so  much,  move  these  hearts  so 
insensible  to  this  divine  love !  I  present  them  to 
Thee,  0  my  divine  Spouse  ;  melt  the  ice  of  their 
hearts,  I  beg  of  Thee.  Koot  up  and  destroy 
all  that  is  in  them  an  obstacle  to  Thy  grace. 
Annihilate  these  hearts,  put  Thine  own  in  instead ; 
or  rather  take  these  hearts  and  place  them  in 
Thine,  that  they  may  feel  the  divine  fire  with 
which  Thou  dost  burn,  and  that  they  be  surely 
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guarded  against  the  snares  of  the  world  and  the 
flesh,  and  against  the  temptations  of  the  devil. 

"  0  my  Sisters,  if  it  could  be  given  to  me  to 
make  you  understand  the  sweetness  of  your 
Spouse  !  How  can  I  open  your  hearts,  that  the 
sweetness  of  His  love  may  flow  in?  It  is  Thou 
only,  0  my  Saviour,  who  can  move  hearts  ! 
They  will  be  deaf  to  my  voice  if  Thou  dost  not 
call  them  Thyself.  But  -Thou  dost  call  them,  0 
my  God !  Yes,  Thou  dost  call  them ;  and  still 
they  do  not  open.  What  wiliest  Thou  I  should 
do?  Wouldst  Thou  have  me  for  a  victim  for 
them?  I  consent  with  all  my  heart.  I  am 
ready  to  shed  my  blood,  if  only  Thou  wilt  make 
them  sensible  of  Thy  love. 

"  But  what  am  I  saying,  Sisters  ?  Alas,  I 
know  not  what  I  say.  Am  I  not  more  likely  to 
provoke  God's  anger  against  you  than  to  appease 
it  ?  Is  it  not  I  who  am  preventing  the  salutary 
effects  of  grace  in  your  hearts?  Those  who 
draw  near  to  God  to  obtain  graces  are  the  inno 
cent,  the  true  lovers  of  the  glory  of  His  Name ; 
and  I  am  full  of  misery,  coldness,  sin,  and  un- 
worthiness.  You  give  me  your  hearts,  that  I 
may  present  them  to  your  Spouse.  But  what  am 
I  that  He  should  receive  this  present  from  my 
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hands — I,  who  am  so  tepid,  so  ungrateful,  so 
unfaithful  to  Him  ?  How  mapy  graces  has  He 
bestowed  on  me  to  which  I  have  not  corresponded ! 
and  how  many  does  He  send  you  every  day  to 
which  you  do  not  correspond  ! 

"  0,  if  you  could  only  comprehend  the  great 
perfection  that  He  asks  of  you,  the  great  obliga 
tion  you  have  of  tending  towards  it,  the  great 
account  that  you  will  have  to  render  of  His 
graces,  how  soon  you  would  change  your  con 
duct  !  What  care  you  would  take  not  to  harden 
your  hearts  by  your  negligence  in  destroying 
those  evil  affections  that  are  stains  in  His  pure 
eyes !  You  would  no  longer  consider  as  trifles 
slight  murmurs,  breaches  of  silence,  little  uncha 
ritable  speeches,  wilful  distractions,  and  wander 
ings  of  mind  in  your  prayers,  meditations,  and 
reception  of  the  Sacraments. 

"  0,  if  you  knew  how  keenly  jealous  your 
Divine  Spouse  is,  what  delicate  care  you  would 
take  not  to  estrange  Him  from  you,  and  not  to 
deprive  yourselves  of  interior  communications 
with  Him  by  thus  tarnishing  the  purity  of  your 
souls  by  slight  faults !  0,  how  much  rather 
you  would  weep  over  these  faults,  with  what 
fervour  would  you  expiate  them,  with  what  care 
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and  constancy  would  you  avoid  them  in  future  ! 
With  what  devotion  would  you  not  embrace 
and  carry  all  the  crosses  that  fall  on  you  !  How 
can  it  be  that  a  soul  who  knows  these  truths,  and 
is  somewhat  touched  by  them,  still  loves  herself, 
and  loves  herself  at  the  expense  of  the  love  she 
owes  to  God  ? 

"  As  for  me,  I  am  ready,  0  my  Jesus.  Yes, 
give  me  Thy  Cross,  Thy  crowning  of  thorns,  Thy 
nails ;  give  me  Thy  lance ;  pierce  with  it  my 
heart,  that  it  may  be  united  with  Thine  in  time 
and  in  eternity. 

"Come  then,  my  Sisters,  and  let  us  begin 
to-day  to  labour  in  real  earnest  to  be  faithful  to 
our  Spouse.  Do  not  be  discouraged  because  I 
call  you  to  high  perfection.  You  have  graces  ^ 
to  lead  you  on — pressing  motives  to  draw  you 
towards  it.  Do  all  that  depends  011  you,  and 
God,  touched  with  your  efforts,  will  augment  His 
graces,  and  this  fresh  help  will  make  you  capable 
of  doing  what  is  now  impossible  to  you.  Only 
let  there  be  no  half  gifts,  no  reserve,  no  dissimula 
tion  with  Him.  Neglect  no  means  when  you  may 
possess  His  love.  His  yoke  is  light,  it  is  not  a 
burden ;  these  are  wings  by  which  we  fly  to  the 
perfection  to  which  we  are  called." 
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While  the  Mother  spoke  these  words  she  was, 
says  Sister  Marie,  "  bathed  in  tears." 

This  feast  was,  very  probably,  the  last  Jeanne 
spent  with  her  children ;  the  next  found  her  on 
her  bed  of  pain.  If  it  were  so,  then,  indeed,  she 
was  to  be  taken  at  her  word,  and  to  become  a 
victim  before  the  Lord. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

THE  LAST  CROSS. 

GOD,  who  so  loved  this  chosen  soul,  who  had 
so  drawn  her  by  His  grace  to  follow  her  Lord  in 
His  sorrowful  suffering  life,  deigned  to  give  her 
yet  still  greater  participation  in  His  Passion  as 
her  end  drew  near. 

So  Jeanne  passed  into  her  Gethsemane.  Upon 
Her  soul  came  a  great  darkness  and  desolation, 
she  felt  as  if  she  were  "  crushed  under  a  wine 
press."  She  often  said  to  Sister  Marie,  "  Eternity 
is  at  hand,  I  shall  soon  be  at  its  door  with  empty 
hands.  0  my  God,  what  will  become  of  me  in 
that  terrible  hour  !  Thou  art  infinitely  just,  and 
it  is  most  just  that  Thou  shouldst  not  pardon  me." 
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But  she  bore  all  these  trials  in  a  spirit  of  entire 
submission.  Added  to  her  interior  sufferings 
came  terrible  physical  pains.  Her  body  was 
consumed  with  fever,  her  head  racked  with  pain, 
and  her  mouth  seemed  to  be  on  fire.  These 
sufferings  continued  for  long  months,  but  the  cry 
ever  was,  "My  God,  I  am  glad  to  suffer  ;"  and  as 
the  thick  darkness  gathered  in  her  soul,  so  that 
faith,  hope,  and  charity  seemed  dead  within  her, 
"Ah,"  said  she,  "  my  unfaithfulness  and  my  sins 
have  drawn  down  on  me  the  displeasure  of 
my  God.  I  deserve  far  [greater  chastisements ;" 
and  then  she  wept  torrents  of  tears  in  her  deep 
contrition.  And  the  enemy  of  her  soul,  with 
whom  she  had  waged  a  constant  war  for  so  many 
years,  was  allowed  to  make  his  last  effort  to 
overcome  her. 

He  tempted  her  now  to  despair.  He  told  her 
she  was  lost  for  ever,  and  that  the  pains  of  soul 
and  body  she  now  endured  were  the  foretaste  of 
hell.  He  told  her  her  sins  were  too  great  for 
pardon,  and  that  she  had  been  the  cause  of  sin 
in  others.  For  all  the  sins  committed  in  the 
house  she  was,  he  said,  responsible;  she  could 
have  hindered  them,  and  she  had  not  done  so. 

For  four  long  months  did  Jeanne  endure  this 
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real  martyrdom.  A  body  convulsed  with  pain, 
a  soul  plunged  into  darkness,  no  ray  of  divine 
light,  no  whisper  of  divine  love,  but  an  evil  voice 
ever  muttering,  "  No  hope — no  hope  !"  Truly 
might  the  cry  break  forth  from  her  lips :  "  My 
God,  my  God,  wherefore  hast  Thou  abandoned 
me?" 

So  she  hung  upon  her  cross,  faithful  to  the 
end.  A  priest  tried  once  to  cqnsole  her  by  saying 
he  knew  by  experience  how  terrible  a  pain  was 
spiritual  desolation. 

"  Ah,  father,"  she  replied,  "  it  is  good  for 
us  to  be  crushed  in  the  wine-press,  that  we  may 
show  a  little  fidelity  to  Him  to  whom  wre  owe  so 
much." 

At  length  the  time  came  when  God  willed 
this  interior  pain  should  cease. 

"  Thus  far  shalt  thou  go,  and  no  farther,"  does 
our  loving  Lord  say  as  regards  the  trials  He 
metes  out  to  His  elect. 

One  day  Sister  Marie  said  to  her  Superior, 

"  Mother,  do  you  not  see  that  this  state  in 
which  you  are  is  the  very  one  that  was  predicted 
to  you  in  your  first  retreat,  and  you  told  me  about 
it  ?  You  are  indeed  on  the  Cross  with  our  Lord." 

With  these  words  came  a  flood  of  light.     Yes, 
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it  was  the  Cross — the  Cross  she  had  loved,  the 
Cross  of  her  Lord  and  Master.  She  was  suffering 
with  Him  and  for  Him,  and  hope  and  strength 
came  back.  And  then  God,  having  thus  tried 
her  fidelity,  was  pleased  to  pour  out  on  her  extra 
ordinary  graces  and  consolations.  At  times  she 
seemed  to  be  rapt  in  ecstasy,  and  to  have  a 
foretaste  of  the  joys  of  heaven.  Our  Lord  sent 
her  a  far  greater  favour  still. 

During  her  illness  the  rule  which  then  pre 
vailed  of  giving  Holy  Communion  to  the  sick  only 
once  in  ten  days  bore  most  heavily  upon  her.  It 
seems  it  was  in  those  times  very  difficult  to  have 
this  rule  relaxed.  But  two  months  before  her 
death,  one  of  the  vicars-general  happened  to  visit 
her  ;  and  he  was  so  struck  with  her  extraordinary 
devotion  towards  the  Blessed  Sacrament  that  he 
gave  leave  for  her  to  communicate  twice  in  the 
week. 

She  manifested  a  peculiar  devotion  towards 
the  sacred  infancy  of  our  Lord.  One  day  she 
asked  the  Sisters  to  bring  her  a  small  statue  of 
the  Infant  Jesus.  When  her  eyes  fell  on  it,  she 
went  into  an  ecstasy  which  lasted  nearly  two 
hours.  The  burning  words  she  poured  forth  in 
her  transports  of  love  made  all  around  her  weep. 
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At  other  times  she  gave  instructions  for  the 
future  to  the  Sisters  who  were  soon  to  be  left 
desolate  without  her.  Only  a  few  of  these  pre 
cious  words  have  been  preserved  to  us,  and  they 
may  fitly  form  the  last  that  we  can  record  as 
falling  from  her  lips.  They  are  indeed  the  expres 
sion  of  the  "  ruling  passion  strong  in  death." 

"My  Sisters,"  said  the  dying  nun,  "go  on  as 
we  have  always  done  till  now — help  the  poor  in 
the  house  and  out  of  it ;  always  give  alms  at  the 
door.  By  that  means  we  obtain  God's  aid  and 
support.  He  repays  the  little  alms  we  give  to 
wayfarers  by  the  hundredfold.  It  is  this  that 
draws  down  God's  benediction  on  you,  and  enables 
you  to  have  wherewithal  to  support  the  children 
in  the  house.  If  you  change  this,  the  Lord  will 
•withdraw  His  help  from  you.  Let  your  hearts  be 
full  of  faith,  and  trust  implicitly  in  that  Provi 
dence  who  will  never  let  you  want.  When  you 
have  only  a  morsel  of  bread  left,  share  it  with  the 
beggars  at  the  door,  and  the  Lord  will  let  you 
find  means  for  your  support." 

At  last  the  body,  once  strong  and  vigorous, 
which  had  done  and  suffered  so  much  for  God 
was  worn  out.  Jeanne  received  Extreme  Unction 
with  perfect  consciousness  and  edifying  piety. 
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Then  she  grew  better ;  the  hopes  of  the  Sisters 
revived.  The  glorious  feast  of  our  Lady's  Assump 
tion  came  and  went,  and  our  Lady  did  not  call 
her  daughter  home. 

Death  came  at  last  somewhat  suddenly.  Fri 
day  morning,  August  17th,  1736,  had  scarcely 
dawned  when  the  weeping  Sisters  gathered  round 
their  Mother's  bed.  The  last  prayers  were  said. 
She  answered  them  with  her  wonted  devotion ; 
and  then,  on  the  day  commemorating  the  Passion 
of  the  Lord,  and  in  the  octave  of  the  Assumption 
of  His  glorious  Mother,  Jeanne  passed  peacefully 
from  earth. 

Around  her  bed  were  gathered  her  community 
weeping  and  praying.  And  then,  as  so  often 
(perhaps  we  might  say  invariably)  happens  in 
the  case  of  those  who  have  lived  lives  of  extraor 
dinary  sanctity,  the  whole  town  was  moved.  No 
longer  was  heard  the  voice  of  scornful  criticism, 
of  thoughtless  ridicule  or  bitter  calumny.  The 
one  cry  in  all  Saumur  was  this,  "  The  Saint  is 
dead!" 

Numbers  hastened  to  visit  the  corpse,  to  ask 
her  who  was  gone  to  intercede  for  them,  and  to 
carry  away  with  them  some  object  that  had 
touched  the  body. 


126  A  Marvellous  History. 

So  great  was  the  crowd  that  the  body  had  to 
be  exposed  in  the  courtyard.  There  she  lay,  in 
her  old  patched  habit,  and  people  gazed  on  the 
flesh  so  well  subdued  by  long  penance  and  by 
generous  suffering,  and  the  once  penniless  woman, 
who  had  been  mocked  at  under  the  summer  sky 
in  that  very  town,  was  proclaimed  to  have  been 
the  "  mother  of  the  poor." 

And  now  her  work  was  done.  Forty  and  three 
years  "  in  the  wilderness  "  since  she  had  heard  the 
voice  of  the  Holy  Ghost  on  that  eventful  Pente 
cost  of  1693  :  she  had  listened  and  obeyed.  She 
had  been  faithful  unto  death.  Now  that  divine 
voice  had  again  sounded,  "  Well  done,  good  and 
faithful  servant ;  enter  thou  into  the  joy  of  thy 
Lord." 


CHAPTER  XXI. 
JEANNE'S  GRAVE. 


JEANNE'S  body  was  first  interred  in  the  chapel  of 
the  Providence.  Several  epitaphs  were  composed 
in  her  honour.  One  was  engraven  on  the  tomb, 
together  with  a  cross  sprinkled  with  tears,  and 
the  words,  "  Jesus — Maria." 
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Then  follow  these  sentences  : 

"  Here  rests  the  body  of  Madame  de  la  None, 
called  Jeanne  of  the  Cross,  first  Superior  and 
Foundress  of  the  house  and  community  of  the 
Providence  of  this  town,  who  died  in  the  odour 
of  sanctity  the  17th  of  August,  A.D.  1736,  aged 
seventy." 

Then  follow  lines  in  Latin,  which  have  been 
put  into  French,  and  of  which  we  venture  to  give 
an  English  version  : 

"  Reached  at  length  the  peaceful  haven, 

Where  her  heart  enjoys  its  rest : 
Sisters,  you  her  bones  shall  guard, 
While  her  soul  in  heaven  is  blest." 

Two  other  epitaphs  were  framed  and  hung 
by  her  tomb.  The  first  ran  thus : 

"  Here  rests  Jeanne  de  la  Noue,  called  Sister 
of  the  Cross.  She  erected  and  founded  this  hos 
pice  as  a  refuge  for  the  poor.  She  was  poor  her 
self,  but,  placing  all  her  confidence  in  Him  who 
clothes  the  lilies  of  the  field  and  feeds  the  birds 
of  the  air,  she  was  not  only  the  refuge  and  mother 
of  the  poor,  but  her  piety  made  her  esteem  it  a 
glory  to  be  looked  on  as  their  servant.  Around 
her  gathered  many  daughters,  of  whom,  after 
having  formed  them  to  serve  God,  she  sent  many 
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into  different  places  to  undertake,  after  her  exam 
ple,  all  the  spiritual  and  corporal  works  of  charity 
for  their  neighbours.  She  looked  011  herself  more 
as  their  sister  and  companion  than  their  Superior, 
and  on  all  occasions,  and  in  all  things,  her  chief 
superiority  was  her  humility.  She  died  A.D.  1736, 
on  August  17th,  aged  seventy." 

The  second  epitaph  is  very  quaint : 
"Here  rests  Martha  and  the  sister  of  Martha, 
but  these  two  are  one ;  for  in  very  truth  both 
one  and  the  other  were  represented  by  Jeanne 
alone.  First,  she  took  care  to  feed,  clothe,  and 
lodge  the  poor,  with  the  conviction  that  what 
she  did  for  His  little  ones  she  did  for  Jesus  Christ 
Himself.  Secondly,  she  passed  the  best  and 
greatest  part  of  her  life  at  the  feet  of  the  Saviour 
in  prayer,  in  which,  like  Magdalene,  she  tasted 
inexpressible  joy.  Therefore  the  good  part  she 
has  chosen  shall  never  be  taken  from  her.  By 
her  assiduity  in  following  the  Lamb  she  was 
worthy  to  be  admitted  to  the  nuptial  feast,  where 
the  chaste  Spouse  of  souls  lias  received  her, 
seeing  her  lamp  filled  with  the  oil  of  grace  and 
burning  writh  the  fire  of  charity.  Thus  doth  she 
joy  in  Jesus  Christ ;  thus  is  she  in  surety  beside 
her  Judge,  who  has  numbered  her  among  His 
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sheep,   to    reward   her  humility,  simplicity,    and 
meekness.     May  she  rest  in  peace  !" 

As  time  went  on,  the  veneration  for  Jeanne 
increased.  Her  tomb  became  a  place  of  pil 
grimage,  and  people  were  constantly  kneeling 
there  to  implore  her  help  in  corporal  and  spiritual 
trouble.  God  rewarded  their  faith  often  by 
events  which  appear  to  be  miraculous. 

A  woman  of  Saumur,  having  a  large  tumour  in 
her  arm,  came  in  1739  to  pray  at  Jeanne's  tomb. 
Ere  she  left  the  place,  all  trace  of  the  tumour 
instantly  disappeared. 

In  1746  a  person,  suffering  from  a  terrible 
abscess  which  the  doctors  said  must  be  operated 
on,  came  to  ask  a  cure.  In  a  few  days  she  was 
well  without  any  operation. 

A  person  in  the  Providence  had  been  confined 
to  her  bed  for  years ;  she  was  carried  about  like 
a  child.  She  declared  that  Jeanne  appeared  to 
her,  all  radiant  with  heavenly  beauty.  She 
touched  the  sick  woman  three  times,  and  behold, 
she  was  perfectly  cured. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE  BLOSSOMS  BRING  FORTH  FRUIT. 

AND  we  may  ask,  What  of  the  work  wrought 
by  this  marvellous  woman?  Did  it  last  after  her? 
When  her  presence  was  withdrawn,  did  the  Pro 
vidence  crumble  away  ?  And  did  the  little  com 
munity  she  had  founded  flourish,  after  her  piercing 
eye  and  firm  direction  were  removed  ?  Did  the 
blossoms  turn  into  fruit  ?  Until  the  great  Revo 
lution  the  Providence  went  on  its  way,  always 
containing  a  great  number  of  poor. 

"  The  Providence  of  Saumur  is  indeed  a 
miracle :  it  does  immense  good,  and  yet  has 
hardly  any  means  of  support,"  says  a  historian ; 
and  again,  the  Cure  of  the  time  said  of  the  Sisters, 
"  They  rescue  forsaken  orphans,  they  open  a  refuge 
to  poor,  sick,  old,  and  insane  women.  Often 
young  prisoners  are  under  their  care ;  they  hold 
a  school  for  poor  children  ;  and  they  train  school 
mistresses  for  adjoining  villages.  Not  contented 
with  serving  the  poor  within  their  walls,  they 
help  those  without,  constantly  attending  the  sick 
night  and  day,  and  never  refusing  to  go,  even  to 
a  considerable  distance." 
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When  the  Revolution  broke  over  France, 
and  a  member  of  the  National  Convention  made 
his  appearance  in  the  Providence  in  the  year 
1795,  he  was  astonished  at  what  he  saw.  He 
found  the  house  filled  with  near  four  hundred 
poor,  divided  as  follows :  one  hundred  insane, 
fifty  idiots,  seventy  epileptic,  thirty  incurable 
cases,  and  one  hundred  children  under  fourteen 
years  of  age.  There  were  twenty  "boarders," 
who  were  elderly  women  wishing  to  live  in  a 
convent;  and  for  this  establishment  there  were 
thirty-two  Sisters. 

Strange  to  say,  the  "representative  of  the 
people  "  not  only  refrained  from  destroying  the 
Providence  and  driving  out  the  Sisters,  but 
declared  their  house  was  too  small,  and  he 
transferred  the  whole  establishment  into  the  large 
and  beautiful  house  of  the  Oratoire,  which  had 
been  "  confiscated  by  the  nation." 

The  Oratoire  by  this  time  as  a  body  had  ceased 
to  exist.*  Thus,  just  one  century  after  Jeanne 

*  The  institute  now  known  as  the  Oratoire  in  France  is 
entirely  a  modern  foundation.  It  was  begun  about  the  year 
1848.  Men  of  noted  sanctity,  learning,  and  talent  have 
joined  its  ranks.  It  is,  however,  quite  distinct  from  the 
institute  known  among  ourselves  as  the  Oratory  of  St.  Philip 
Neri,  and  which  has  numbered  on  its  rolls  so  many  beloved 
and  illustrious  names. 
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de  la  None  had  tittered  her  bold  prophecy  that  the 
poor  who  were  not  allowed  to  live  in  their  stables 
should  inhabit  their  finest  rooms,  her  words 
came  to  pass.  From  this  time  forward  the 
Providence  somewhat  altered  its  character,  be 
cause  it  was  ruled  by  a  Government  adminis 
trator,  who  employed  the  Sisters. 

The  Congregation  of  St.  Anne  did  not  escape 
the  Revolution  so  easily  in  other  places  as  in 
Saumur.  Many  of  their  houses  were  broken  up. 

Of  one  of  these  houses  it  is  recorded  that  "  the 
religious  had  rendered  great  services  to  the 
neighbourhood  when  the  Revolution  broke  out. 
They  took  refuge  during  that  disastrous  time  in 
a  village,  and  did  so  much  good  there  that  it  was 
called  the  holy  village." 

When  the  Revolution  was  over,  the  scattered 
Sisters  reunited  as  best  they  could,  and  the 
Superior  from  the  "  holy  village,"  Sister  Celeste 
Dupont,  was  elected  Superior-General.  The  prin 
cipal  house  of  the  Congregation  being  that  of 
Saumur,  and  that  house  being  now  under  Govern 
ment  supervision,  the  Sisters  were  in  great  diffi 
culties  about  their  novitiate. 

At  last,  in  1843,  they  were  able  to  open  a 
mother  house  independent  of  the  Government, 
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and  then  the  Congregation  "renewed  its  youth 
like  the  eagle."  Starting  with  ten  houses  in  1843, 
in  1864  they  had  forty-seven.  The  mother  house 
was  too  small,  and  a  further  change  was  made. 

Close  by  Saumur  is  the  hamlet  of  St.  Florent, 
always  dear  to  the  Sisters,  since  it  was  there 
that  their  Mother  had  wrought  her  first  acts  of 
charity ;  thither  she  had  gone  under  the  first 
impulse  of  the  "  Spirit "  in  which  she  was  "re 
generated."  At  St.  Florent  had  existed  a  Bene 
dictine  abbey.  When  the  monks  were  driven 
out  by  the  Revolution,  one  of  them  is  said  to 
have  declared,  "  We  are  going,  and  a  community 
of  women  will  take  our  places." 

In  1864  this  prediction  was  fulfilled,  and  the 
children  of  Jeanne  de  la  Noue  took  possession 
of  the  old  abbey  and  its  grounds. 

After  this  important  change  the  Congregation 
continued  to  flourish,  and  it  now  possesses  over 
five  hundred  Sisters,  distributed  into  ninety 
houses;  hospitals,  orphanages,  asylums,  schools, 
exist,  spread  into  many  parts  of  France.  The 
children  of  Jeanne  have  corne  near  to  our  own 
shores.  They  possess  an  establishment  at  Calais, 
and  another  at  St.  Omer.  So  has  the  mustard- 
seed  grown  into  a  mighty  tree ;  such  is  the  fruit 
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which  the  faith,  the  love,  the  patience  of  one 
woman,  once  penniless  and  despised,  have  brought 
forth. 

A  life  of  Jeanne  de  la  None,  written  by  the 
Abbe  Mace,  and  published  in  1845,  happened 
many  years  ago  to  fall  into  the  hands  of  the 
writer  of  these  lines.  The  perusal  gave  her  a 
great  veneration  for  the  memory  of  Jeanne,  and 
an  ardent  desire  to  know  how  her  work  had  con 
tinued  to  flourish. 

In  1879,  while  kneeling  in  the  Basilica  of  our 
Lady  of  Lourdes,  her  eyes  were  attracted  by  an 
ex-voto  on  the  walls,  which  expressed  the  gratitude 
of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Anne  of  the  Providence  of 
Saumur  for  favours  received.  It  was  touching  to 
see  the  children  of  her,  who  had  so  devoutly  loved 
our  Lady  in  the  ancient  days,  proclaiming  that 
same  love  in  the  great  shrine  of  our  Lady  in 
our  own  time. 

Some  years  later,  circumstances  brought  the 
writer  to  Tours,  that  "  city  of  the  saints.''  We 
knelt  within  the  walls  of  Marmoutier,  the  far-famed 
abbey  where  St.  Martin  and  St.  Blaise  had  prayed, 
and  St.  Patrick  made  his  first  consecration  to  God, 
where  for  centuries  had  gone  up  the  offering  of 
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prayer  and  penance,  and  where  now,  after  a 
dreary  season  of  desolation  and  desecration,  the 
daughters  of  Venerable  Madeline  Barat  have  taken 
up  the  broken  strain,  and,  while  pursuing  ever 
their  blessed  work  of  prayer  and  watchful  educa 
tion  of  the  young,  have  restored  the  sacred  shrines 
of  these  ancient  saints.  And  we  were  privileged 
to  kneel  by  the  tomb  of  St.  Martin ;  and  to  pour 
forth  our  petitions  in  that  lovely  sanctuary  of 
modern  devotion,  the  Oratory  of  the  Holy  Face. 

What  a  family  likeness  there  is  among  the 
Saints !  St.  Martin  in  the  distant  ages  ;  Jeanne 
de  la  Noue,  born  just  two  centuries  ago ;  Leon 
Dupont,  who  served  the  Lord  in  our  days  ;  were  all 
so  alike,  would  all  so  perfectly  have  understood 
one  another  had  they  met  011  earth. 

From  Tours  the  writer  made  a  pilgimage  to 
Saumur.  The  journey  from  Tours  occupies  about 
two  hours.  A  brief  visit  was  paid  to  the  Provi 
dence  hard  by  the  church  of  Our  Lady  of  Saumur, 
and  a  much  longer  one  to  the  mother  house  at 
St.  Florent.  There  we  knelt  by  the  sepulchre  of 
Jeanne ;  for  her  body  has  been  translated  to  the 
mother  house,  and  her  ashes  have  been  placed  in 
a  small  tomb  in  a  side  chapel.  In  the  mother 
house  we  received  affectionate  hospitality.  We 
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found  that  a  modern  life  of  the  Foundress  had  just 
been  brought  out  by  the  chaplain  at  St.  Florent, 
M.  1'Abbe  Voleau.  We  stood  under  the  shadow 
of  the  ancient  abbey,  and  watched  the  novices 
flit  across  the  greensward.  In  their  habit  of  soft 
gray  and  white  veils  they  looked  like  a  flight  of 
doves.  But  nothing  after  the  tomb  interested  us 
so  much  as  a  picture  in  the  quaint  old  convent 
parlour,  in  which  the  artist  has  done  full  justice 
to  that  touching  scene  where  Jeanne,  with  her 
orphans  clinging  round  her,  stood  a  penniless 
woman  in  the  streets  of  Saumur.  Father  Genne- 
teau  has  finished  his  remonstrance,  the  crowd  look 
gaping  on,  and  we  seem  to  see  those  deep-set 
piercing  eyes  as  they  are  raised  to  the  clear 
heaven  above,  and  to  hear  those  impassioned 
tones,  "  No,  I  will  never  abandon  them ;  I  will 
live  and  die  with  them  and  for  them — if  need  be 
beg  my  bread."  And  as  those  words  went  up  to 
heaven,  did  not  an  answer  come  wafted  by  angel 
messengers,  although  unheard  by  human  ear  ? — 
"  0  woman,  great  is  thy  faith  ;  be  it  done  unto 
thee  even  as  thou  wilt." 


APPENDIX  No.  I. 


HOLY  CEOSS  GENEEAL  HOSPITz\L, 

ST.  HELENS,  LANCASHIRE, 
Under  the  care  of  the  Poor  Servants  of  the  Mother  of  God. 


ST.  HELENS  is  a  town  of  60,000  inhabitants,  consist 
ing  almost  of  working  men  and  their  families,  who 
are  employed  in  the  immense  glass  and  chemical 
works.  Of  these  such  as  are  better  off  are  provided 
for  in  sickness  by  a  cottage  hospital  in  the  neighbour 
hood,  to  which  during  health  they  subscribe.  There 
is  also  a  fever  hospital  for  infectious  cases  attached 
to  the  workhouse.  For  the  rest,  the  Holy  Cross 
hospital  of  St.  Helens  is  open  to  all  who  have  the 
claim  which  poverty  and  sickness  give.  No  distinc 
tion  is  made  by  the  Sisters  as  regards  religion  ;  all  are 
equally  welcome. 

It  is  supported  entirely  by  charity,  and  the  need, 
owing  to  the  frequency  of  accidents  and  the  unhealthy 
nature  of  the  work,  is  great. 

From  very  small  and  obscure  beginnings  through 
the  past  three  years,  during  which  the  Sisters  have 
been  encouraged  by  much  local  kindness,  the  hospital 
is  about  to  emerge  into  a  suitable  building,  called 
Hardshaw  Hall,  which  has  been  kindly  let  to  them 
for  the  purpose  by  Mrs.  Walmesley.  To  this  house, 
however,  large  additions  will  soon  be  needed.  An 
appeal  is  made  to  Catholics,  not  through  any  fear 
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that  the  people  of  St.  Helens  will  be  backward  in 
giving  their  aid  to  the  work.  They  are  a  people  free 
from  unworthy  prejudices ;  and  as  they  know  that 
the  hospital  is  intended  for  all,  they  will  all  sympathise 
with  its  prosperity. 

But  the  work  is  a  most  heavy  one ;  the  Sisters 
themselves  are  very  poor,  and  work  for  their  own 
support ;  and  a  large  number  of  their  poorest  patients 
are  Catholics,  of  whom  there  are  upwards  of  14,000 
in  St.  Helens. 

The  hospital,  too,  is  a  work  undertaken  for  the 
honour  of  God  and  for  religion,  as  well  as  for  the 
relief  of  misery  ;  and  all  Catholics,  who  will  be  glad 
to  see  that  from  their  poverty  the  Sisters  have  been 
enabled  by  the  Divine  blessing  to  begin  so  much 
needed  and  congenial  a  work  of  mercy,  will,  it  is 
hoped,  also  be  glad  to  aid  them  by  their  charitable 
contributions  to  carry  out  the  work  which,  trusting 
in  God,  they  have  begun. 


St.  Helen*, 

June  1884. 


APPENDIX  No.  II. 


FRAGMENTS  OF  THE  INSTRUCTIONS  GIVEN  BY 
JEANNE  DE  LA  NOUE  TO  HER  SISTERS. 


On  the  hidden  life. 

WE  ought,  Sisters,  after  the  example  of  our  Saviour, 
to  lead  a  life  hidden  from  the  eyes  of  men  and  from 
ourselves.  We  ought  never  to  desire  to  be  known, 
and  be  content  to  be  unknown. 

How  can  that  be  ?  you  may  say ;  are  we  not  by 
our  vocation  exposed  to  the  eyes  of  the  world  ? 

You  can  do  it  easily,  dear  Sisters ;  and  if  a 
religious  of  the  Providence  possesses  true  piety  she 
can  conceal  the  good  she  does  from  herself — she  can 
close  her  eyes  to  any  good  action,  knowing  that  it 
belongs  far  less  to  her  than  to  God,  to  whom  she  should 
give  all  the  glory ;  what  is  imperfect  in  her  good  works 
she  can  take  to  herself,  and,  seeing  how  much  this  is, 
she  will  be  confounded,  and  humble  herself.  She 
ought  to  watch  well  over  herself,  notice  her  faults  and 
failings,  her  unfaithfulness,  her  pride  in  looks,  words, 
manners,  and  actions. 

If  she  seeks  to  know  the  truth,  she  will  find  she  is 
full  of  sin  and  misery ;  she  will  look  into  the  abyss 
of  her  nothingness  and  corruption,  and  she  will  be 
terrified,  and  be  ashamed  to  have  the  good  she  did — 
or  rather,  what  God  caused  her  to  do,  and  which, 
perhaps,  was  all  spoilt  by  her  self-complacency — 
praised. 
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How  easy,  then,  it  is  for  her  to  hide  from  herself 
the  apparent  good  she  does,  and  only  to  look  at  herself 
from  the  side  that  humbles  and  confounds  her !  And 
if  she  wishes  to  find  grace  before  God,  how  much  she 
ought  to  desire  that  all  should  look  on  her  from  that 
side  only,  and  not  have  a  better  opinion  of  her  than 
she  ought  to  have  of  herself ! 

On  sisterly  charity. 

We  serve  the  poor,  we  watch  by  them  night  and 
day,  but  are  we  filled  with  that  interior  spirit  of 
charity,  humility,  and  patience  of  which  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  gives  us  the  example  ? 

Do  we  not  often  act  by  a  sort  of  routine  in  a  cold 
tepid  way  ?  And  how  is  it  we  fail  in  charity  among 
ourselves?  Can  a  daughter  of  the  Providence  per 
suade  herself  that  she  will  serve  the  poor  with  patience 
and  charity,  when  she  cannot  show  this  to  one  of  her 
Sisters  who  is  the  mother  of  those  poor  ? 

Will  she  be  good  to  poor  strangers  if  she  is  not  so 
to  the  poor  of  her  own  family,  who  are  united  to  her 
by  the  same  vows  and  the  same  profession  ?  Will 
that  Sister  be  a  tender  mother  to  the  poor  who  is 
vexed  with  the  smallest  imperfection  in  her  Sisters, 
who  cannot  bear  the  least  reproof,  who  is  upset  by  it, 
complains  to  others,  and  disturbs  the  peace  of  the 
•house  ? 

The  more  watchful  you  are  over  your  own  faults, 
the  "more  you  humble  yourself  for  them,  and  try  to 
correct  them,  the  less  attention  you  will  pay  to  those 
of  your  Sisters.  You  will  be  careful  not  to  think  about 
their  faults.  A  selfish  Sister,  who  does  not  live  in 
the  spirit  of  her  state,  easily  spies  out  the  faults  of 
her  Sisters,  is  eager  to  talk,  to  murmur  and  complain 
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of  them,  while  she  exalts  her  own  fancied  good  qualities 
to  gain  esteem. 

A  true  daughter  of  Providence,  on  the  contrary,  is 
as  careful  to  hide  the  faults  of  her  Sisters  as  she  is  to 
see  her  own,  and  is  glad  to  be  warned,  reproved, 
corrected  for  them  ;  she  conceals  her  own  good  works* 
and  loves  to  recognise  and  praise  those  of  others. 
Beware,  I  pray  you,  of  rash  judgment.  Blame  no 
one. 

If  we  cannot  praise  the  action  of  another,  we  can 
excuse  the  intention — we  can  say  such  a  one  was 
taken  by  surprise.  If  we  enter  into  ourselves 
and  think  of  our  own  faults,  we  shall  see  that  it  is  not 
fitting  for  guilty  miserable  creatures  such  as  we  are 
to  throw  stones  at  our  Sisters. 

But  when  we  are  blamed  do  not  let  us  justify  our 
selves  ;  do  not  let  us  be  like  the  proud  hearts  that  say, 
"  0,  I  arn  always  found  fault  with  ;  no  matter  what  I 
do,  I  can  never  please  people.  They  don't  like  me  ; 
others  are  praised  and  I  am  blamed.  •  I  am  so  unlucky. 
Every  one  looks  down  on  me  ;  I  can't  hold  on  any 
longer." 

What  sinful  pride  do  not  these  words  contain  ! 
Where  is  the  patience,  humility,  and  charity  of  a 
daughter  of  Providence?  Give  up — give  up,  my 
Sisters,  this  way  of  acting.  Do  not  condemn  others, 
seek  not  to  justify  yourselves,  don't  be  so  cowardly 
that  you  can't  bear  to  be  humbled  or  contradicted. 
Give  up  your  own  will,  and  do  that  of  your  Sisters. 

On  particular  friendships. 

You  know  how  strictly  I  have  forbidden  private 
conversations,  yet  still  I  have  to  complain  on  this 
head.  These  conversations  are  contrary  to  obedience, 
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mutual  charity,  peace  in  the  house,  and  therefore  to 
the  will  of.  God. 

One  Sister  tells  a  trouble  to  another,  and  the 
latter  fails  in  charity  by  listening  ;  she  increases  the 
trouble  by  her  flattery.  If  you  need  counsel,  go  to 
those  who  have  the  right  to  give  it.  If  you  speak 
only  to  gratify  curiosity,  levity,  or  resentment,  you 
must  see  you  are  committing  sin.  If  an  unmortined 
Sister  comes  to  you,  and  asks  about  things  that  don't 
concern  her,  answer,  "  Consider,  Sister,  we  must  all 
die  some  day,"  and  you  will  avoid  many  temptations 
and  much  remorse  of  conscience. 

"  But  I  shall  vex  the  Sister."  It  will  be  her  own 
fault— she  will  show  that  she  is  proud,  and  does  not 
like  to  be  reminded  of  her  duty ;  as  for  you,  be  in 
peace. 

Our  Lord  tells  us  not  to  fear  those  who  kill  the 
body;  and  surely  you  need  not  fear  bad  humour, 
crossness,  the  unreasonable  complaints  of  an  un 
mortined  Sister,  when  you  have  avoided  the  snare 
she  laid  for  you. 

To  two  postulants  about  to  take  the  habit. 

I  have  consented  to  receive  you  because  I  think  I 
see  in  you  both  marks  of  a  true  vocation.  But  in 
order  that  you  need  have  nothing  wherewith  to  re 
proach  me,  if  the  end  does  not  correspond  with  the 
beginning,  do  not  forget  what  I  say  to  you  to-day. 

The  grace  of  a  true  vocation  is  one  thing ;  and  the 
correspondence  to  that  excellent  grace  until  the  end 
of  one's  life,  without  being  lifted  up  by  pride  or  cast 
down  by  discouragement,  is  another  thing.  Eeflect 
well,  then,  and  never  forget  that  the  religious  habit 
is  nothing  unless  we  are  true  religious.  You  must 
ever  consider  yourselves  as  "  unprofitable  servants." 
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You  must  keep  your  eyes  fixed  on  your  faults,  not  on 
your  good  works ;  for  the  latter  are  of  God — not  of 
you. 

God  will  permit  you  to  fall  into  some  imperfec 
tions,  to  keep  you  humble.  You  have  made  good 
resolutions.  God  will  have  you  row  against  the 
stream,  without  advancing  a  step.  It  will  be  a  great 
deal  if  you  do  not  go  back,  and  lose  your  first  fervour. 
God  will  leave  you  your  imperfections  until  you  are 
well  persuaded  by  your  own  experience  that  all  your 
good  actions  come  from  Him,  and  that  you  ought  to 
give  Him  all  the  glory  ;  that  all  your  evil  actions 
come  from  yourself,  and  that  you  ought  to  be  for  ever 
humbling  yourselves  and  despising  yourselves. 

When  you  are  faithful  to  this,  and  to  obedience 
to  your  superiors,  God  will  lead  you  on  further.  Then 
take  fresh  courage,  begin  the  work  of  your  perfection 
with  new  fervour,  and  you  will  see  your  good  works, 
virtues,  and  merits  multiply. 

When  you  have  taken  the  holy  habit,  you  will 
have  to  labour  unceasingly  to  practise  the  obligations 
attached  to  the  three  vows  of  religion,  so  as  to  be 
ready  when  you  have  to  make  them.  You  must 
daily  die  to  self,  constantly  fight  against  your  faults 
and  passions,  submit  in  all  things  to  holy  obedience. 

On  tepidity. 

There  are  in  this  house  many  plants  that  need 
cultivation.  Some  bear  fruit,  others  only  flowers, 
others  only  leaves  and  buds.  We  must  hope  that 
God  will  give,  then,  grace  to  all  to  bear  fruit  in  their 
turn  even  a  hundredfold. 

Yes,  a  day  will  come — I  hope  a  day  will  come — 
when  those  whose  ears  are  now  closed  to  my  words 
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will  open  them  at  last,  to  bring  forth  the  fruit  I  so 
long  to  see.  Now  they  are  cold  and  indifferent ;  then 
they  will  taste  the  sweetness  of  the  fruits  that  they 
now  refuse  to  bring  forth.  Winter  fruits  are  as  good 
as  summer  ones,  but  they  take  longer  to  ripen. 

O,  if  at  least  before  I  die  I  might  have  the  con 
solation  of  seeing  in  some  of  you  the  fruit  that  I 
desire  !  If  this  consolation  is  not  granted  to  me,  I 
hope  after  my  death  these  souls  will  wake  up  from 
their  sleep,  remember  what  I  have  said,  and  try  to 
bring  forth  the  fruits  of  good  works.  This  thought 
consoles  and  sustains  me  while  I  labour  to  instruct 
you,  uselessly,  as  it  seems  for  many ;  but  they  will 
bring  forth  their  fruit  at  last. 

Look  at  a  rich  man,  who  despises  the  poor  pedlars 
who  go  from  town  to  town,  selling  trifles  to  gain  their 
bread.  He  was  once  a  little  pedlar  like  them,  carrying 
his  pack  on  his  back ;  then  he  got  on,  bought  a  horse, 
then  another ;  and  now  he  is  a  lord  in  comparison 
with  the  pedlars;  he  despises  and  looks  down  on 
them. 

Alas,  Sisters,  are  not  we,  with  all  our  miseries, 
sins,  and  imperfections,  as  blind,  when  we  think  our 
selves  more  advanced  and  better  than  ordinary  Chris 
tians,  who  will  one  day  rise  against  us,  and  meet  us 
at  the  day  of  judgment,  and  who  will  be  preferred  to 
us  if  we  do  not  become  more  humble,  more  fervent, 
and  more  grateful  in  proportion  to  our  graces  ? 

This  rich  man  who  prides  himself  on  his  fortune 
may  not  lose  his  riches  on  account  of  his  pride.  God 
sometimes  punishes  thus,  but  not  always. 

Not  so  with  spiritual  riches.  If  we  glorify  our 
selves  in  them,  we  lose  them  ;  if  we  esteem  ourselves, 
we  are  so  much  lower  before  God ;  if  we  think  our 
selves  well  and  strong  and  comely,  we  are  so  much 
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the   more  weak,  deformed,  and  sick;  we  think  we 
have  much,  and  possess  nothing. 

O  dear  Sisters,  consider  what  I  say  ;  see  if  you 
are  free  from  this  misery. 

A  young  girl  leaves  the  world,  and  enters  the 
Providence.  It  is  easy  to  persuade  her  to  think  little 
of  herself,  to  see  her  spiritual  poverty.  She  is  anxious 
to  serve  the  poor  ;  she  desires  to  save  her  soul.  All 
goes  on  well ;  she  seems  guided  and  possessed  by  the 
Spirit  of  God.  But  does  the  end  correspond  with  the 
beginning  ?  How  soon  she  presumes  on  the  blessings 
she  has  received  !  She  thinks  herself  so  rich  that 
there  is  no  longer  need  of  humbling  and  mortifying 
herself,  of  keeping  little  points  of  rule.  She  thinks 
she  can  rest  now. 

O  Sisters,  undeceive  yourselves ;  put  an  end  to 
your  negligence  and  laziness ;  act  in  a  humble  spirit, 
and  with  a  pure  intention  and  exact  observance  ;  and 
never  let  the  thought  come  into  your  mind  that  be 
cause  you  have  passed  a  good  number  of  years  in  the 
service  of  God  you  can  permit  yourself  relaxation, 
and  do  only  what  suits  you.  On  the  contrary,  the 
older  you  are  in  religion,  the  more  you  are  accustomed 
to  its  duties,  the  easier  it  is  for  you  to  fulfil  them,  and 
the  greater  your  guilt  to  neglect  them. 

And,  my  Sisters,  let  us  be  just  towards  our  God, 
and  confess  the  truth.  As  He  has  called  us  to  a 
higher  life,  so  also  has  He  given  us  the  necessary 
graces  to  fulfil  its  obligations.  What  graces  have 
you  received  in  this  house  ?  Do  you  not  feed  upon 
the  Sacraments  and  the  Word  of  God?  If,  then, 
you  fail  in  your  duties,  truly  the  blame  will  be  your 
own. 

Observe  poverty,  dear  Sisters  ;  always  live  like  the 
poor  do. 

L 
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Do  not  borrow  books,  nor  wish  to  have  many  of 
your  own.  I  desire  that  a  daughter  of  Providence 
has  no  other  books  for  her  own  use  but  her  office- 
book,  the  New  Testament,  and  the  Imitation  of 
Christ. 


THE   END. 
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